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THANKSGIVING WITH DAD'S BEST FRIEND 


When Lexi's parents get divorced, she's not sure where she'll 
spend Thanksgiving with her father. 


When his best friend invites them to come down and stay 
with him, she's certain it'll be a drag. But when she meets 
the handsome actor, Flynn West, sparks fly between the pair 
and it becomes clear that he's anything, but boring. 


But a love affair with her Dad's best friend has risks, and 
Lexi has decide whether her feelings for Flynn will come 
first...or her relationship with her broken-hearted father. 


*Thanksgiving With Dad’s Best Friend is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Flynn 


I’ve got to have her...! need her right this fucking second. 
Even if she is my best friend’s daughter... 


My eyes catch on to her as she makes her way up my 
driveway. My manhood hardens in my pants within seconds. 
It’s been a long time since | last saw Lexi, probably at least 
fifteen years, and the hot as fuck young woman she has 
become took me by surprise. I’m almost struck dumb by the 
sight of her, desperate to take her shapely body in my arms 
and make her my own. 


There’s just something about her that’s absolutely 
delicious...her luscious blonde hair falls over her shoulders 
as she timidly approaches the house. She’s not wearing 
anything particularly special, but her jeans hug her figure, 
and her shapely thighs have my mouth salivating. Her icy 
blue eyes still manage to have a warmth to them, and I can 
see how nervous she is. Is she nervous because she’s having 
the same forbidden thoughts | am? Her eyes meet mine and 
| feel another surge in my pants. It’s been a long time since | 
felt this way, and damn it feels good. 


| rush forward to help her with her suitcase. First impressions 
count, after all, and | want mine on her to be good. My hand 
brushes hers as | grapple for the handle of the case. The 
softness of her skin makes me want to growl with pleasure. | 
want to feel the rest of her skin beneath her clothes. | want 
to see her naked before my eyes, ready for the taking. | wish 
| was carrying her upstairs and not her suitcase, but | guess 
we have time to kill this week. Before Thanksgiving, | swear, 
I’m going to have her. 


Why does she have to be so goddamn gorgeous? How am | 
supposed to resist someone as sexy as her? Now, | know one 
thing for certain. 


There’s no way in hell I can resist her. 


Lexi 


His hand has been placed over mine for several seconds, but 
it feels like he’s been touching me for years. | never want it 
to be over. As | look up at his darkly handsome face and his 
hard brown eyes, it feels like I’m falling hard and fast. My 
legs are weak. My heart is racing. My stomach is in knots 
and warmth has pooled between my legs. 


| wasn’t looking forward to spending a week in this 
stranger’s house. As my Dad’s best friend, | was half 
expecting him to be some boring middle-aged man. But 
looking in his eyes, | know how wrong | was to assume that. 
One look in his eyes and | know he’s the man I want to lose 
my virginity to. 


I’ve never even found a man remotely attractive before. | 
was Starting to believe that I’d never fall in love and I’d end 
up alone. | had no idea what | might be looking for in a 
partner before today. But one look at this man and I’m weak. 
| know I’d do anything to make him want me the way | want 
him. 

Our hands are still touching on the handle of my suitcase. 
He’s watching me intently. He hasn’t said a word yet. But | 
know this man, Flynn West, is everything I’ve been looking 
for. 


I’m almost certain that nothing can break this spell. 


CHAPTER 2 


Flynn 


“Flynn, my man! How are you?” 


| suppress a sigh. | should’ve known that something would 
ruin this moment. With Lexi’s small, pale hand beneath 
mine, I’d happily have stayed out here all night. But now, 
her father, my best friend, is walking toward me with a huge 
smile on his face. Now that he’s broken me and Lexi apart, | 
don’t feel much like smiling. But | force myself to move away 
from Lexi and shake his hand, my hand burning with the 
absence of Lexi’s skin on mine. I’m irrationally angry at him 
for showing up here, as though | didn’t invite him here to 
stay with his daughter. | should be more sympathetic, 
considering he’s just found out that his wife has been 
having an affair for three years, but now that he’s split me 
apart from Lexi, all | feel is rage and the primal need to 
knock him out so I can be back with her. 


“I'm good,” I lie, trying to avoid the raging boner in my 
pants. | just hope that Eddie doesn’t notice. | don’t want Lexi 
to leave before | get my chance with her. “How are you 
holding up, man?” 


“Oh, you know. I’m coping,” Eddie says vaguely. “It’ll be nice 
to spend Thanksgiving in a sane household. Thanks so much 
for hosting us...you’ve met my daughter, Lexi?” 


| turn back to the beautiful young woman, trying to keep 
control of myself. | have an urge to throw myself at her and 
take her right here on my driveway. | want to know what it'll 
feel like to be inside her tight, wet pussy. | want to explore 
every inch of her body and show her that she belongs to me. 


But instead, | reach out my hand for her to shake. At least l'Il 
get to touch her again. She’s doe-eyed as she accepts my 
handshake, and I’m struck once again by the softness of her 
Skin. | wonder what it would feel like to have those silky 
palms running down my chest, working my cock, grasping at 
my hair... wish | could find out. It makes anger rise inside 
me again, knowing that for once in my life, I’m not about to 
get what | want straight away. Money and success have 
made me impatient and encouraged my need to get things 
at the snap of my fingers. Still, being an actor has given me 
the skills | need to hide how I’m feeling right this second. It’s 
the only thing stopping me from giving the game away, and 
it’s not easy at all. 


“It’s nice to meet you,” Lexi tells me. “It’s Flynn, right?” 


A growl almost rises in my throat. Hearing her say my 
name...fuck, it’s got me hard. | imagine her screaming out 
my name in the bedroom. | picture how she’d look 
underneath me, begging to be fucked. | blink several times. | 
need to keep my cool. She’s asked me a question. 


“That’s right. It’s a pleasure to have you here...Lexi. I’m 
looking forward to getting to know you,” | say honestly. By 
the end of her time here, | hope to know her completely, the 
way only two lovers can. | want to know her mind, her body, 
and soul. | want to learn how she sounds when she reaches 
her climax. | want to know how adventurous she is in the 
bedroom. | want to know if she’s willing to give herself 
entirely to me. 


There’s so much to learn about her and such little time. But 
we're wasting time standing out here in the driveway, | 
finally pick up her suitcase, the afterthought of our first 
touch on our first meeting. 


“Come inside, both of you. l'Il just take this upstairs.” 


It’s the perfect way to excuse myself as they follow me 
inside. | hurry up the stairs to the guest room I’ve prepared 
for Lexi, ditching her suitcase by the bed. | cup my 
throbbing member through my pants, groaning to myself. 
I’m desperate to fuck her. | haven't felt arousal like this for 
so many years. Now, I’ve got that hot little thing Lexi under 
my roof for an entire week, it’s going to be complete torture. 
But if this torture ends with my cock inside her, it’s a pain 
I’m willing to take on. 


As | head back downstairs, Eddie and Lexi are talking in the 
hallway. Or rather, he’s talking her ear off and she’s bowing 
her head in shyness. She looks up and sees me, then looks 
away just as quickly. | grin to myself. | love how shy she is. 
Even if the innocence is an act, it’s so damn cute on her. But 
I'm going to make her feel as welcome as possible. 
Hopefully, she’ll relax enough to let herself go...and give 
herself to me. 


But for now, | need to get rid of her Dad. At least if | can find 
a way to get rid of my best mate for a while, l'II have some 
time alone with her. Before their arrival, | was looking 
forward to catching up with him...it’s been a minute since we 
last saw one another...but now, all I can think about is his 
fine as hell daughter. It seems strange to me that they’re 
even related and | don’t want to think about it too much. 
The more | do, the guiltier l'Il feel for having this wanting 
ache for her body. 


“Eddie...why don’t you go and get settled in your room? l'II 
take Lexi on a little tour, show her where everything is.” 


Eddie smiles at me brightly, having no clue that I’m just 
trying to get alone time with his daughter. “Good idea. It’ll 
give you two a chance to get to know one another...it would 
be along week if you didn’t have a chance to bond.” 


“Agreed,” | murmur, catching Lexi’s eye. She blushes prettily 
and | smile. She’s sweet as sugar, and there’s nothing more 


exciting than the prospect of a little more time with her. As 
Eddie grabs his suitcase and heads upstairs, | place a hand 
on her shoulder, testing the waters. She watches me in 
interest as | do so. She certainly doesn’t seem opposed to 
the idea of me touching her. So | keep my hand on her warm 
shoulder, guiding her through to the kitchen. 


“Let me show you around...| want you to feel at home here, 
Lexi. What’s mine is yours. Don’t be shy about using 
anything here. It’s all at your disposal.” 


| show her around proudly. | guess I’ve always held pride in 
my possessions, the products of hard work on film sets and 
years in the TV industry. I’ve made a lot of money over the 
years, and | love to be able to show it off. Especially now 
that I’ve got a hot young woman in my house to impress. As 
we walk around the kitchen, she looks at it all in awe. It’s all 
made of sleek black marble, any chef’s dream. | can tell it’s 
caught her attention. 


“| love this,” she says, speaking properly for the first time 
since she arrived. “I’d love a kitchen like this someday...I 
love to cook.” 


Somehow, the fact that she can cook is hot to me. | imagine 
her at my stove in those ass-hugging jeans of hers, sweating 
over a meal just for me. | imagine pressing up against her 

body as I watch her cooking. Damn, why is that so arousing? 


“You can help me cook any night you fancy,” | say, drawing 
myself out of my own daydream before | get carried away. 
“As | said, what’s mine is yours feel free to use anything in 
the refrigerator. I’ve got plenty of Thanksgiving favorites in 
for the occasion.” 


Her eyes light up. “Have you got any pecan pie? | just love 
pecan pie.” 


My mouth twists into a smile, my dick still rock hard in my 
pants. “I don’t think so...but that can be arranged. I’ve never 


really had it at Thanksgiving, but l'Il make sure we have 
some for you. | promise.” 


She blushes again and | smile smugly as | lead her around 
the rest of the house, feeling in control and confident. | love 
the effect I’ve had on her already. | can tell that | put her on 
edge but in the best possible way. | know she’s intimidated 
by my presence. | want to take this feeling to the bedroom. | 
want to dominate her as | show her the best sex of her life. 


As we walk around the house, | try not to think about sex, 
but it’s simply taking over my mind. It’s an overriding primal 
instinct, taking away all other thoughts from my mind. She 
has to be mine, or I don’t know what l'Il do. I try to keep 
those thoughts at bay as best as I can, but as | show her to 
her bedroom, I’m half-tempted to fuck her the second the 
door closes behind us. 


This is making me totally irrational. It’s making me wild. It’s 
making me horny as fuck. 


And at the center of it all, there’s her. 


Lexi 


His hand on my back has my spine tingling with pleasure. 
Just his touch his enough to have me trembling with desire. | 
can’t put my finger on what makes him so different from 
other men, but something draws me to him like a magnet. 
As he shows me up to my bedroom, | feel the tension 
between us like electricity on my skin. There’s so much 
unspoken chemistry between us that | almost wish he’d just 
make love to me right now and put me out of my misery. But 
at the same time, | want to savor everything I’m feeling now. 
I've never felt anything like this before, and | have no 
intention of letting this slip away. 


The room he’s prepared for me is lovely, and his masculine 
scent lingers here as it does in the rest of the house. It’s 
clear to me that this is a bachelor pad. There’s no hint of a 
woman’s touch around here, and it makes me happy. It 
means he’s available. Even though I know I can’t have 
him...what would my father say, after all...it’s nice to know 
that there’s a possibility. Of course, he probably has no 
feelings toward me whatsoever. Why would a hot single man 
in his forties go for someone like me? But it’s enough for 
now to savor the way he touched me, and the intensity in 
his chocolate eyes when our gaze locked for the first time. 
Everything about him is just so enticing that being with him 
is like fireworks going off inside me. 


“Do you think you'll be comfortable in here? Is there 
anything else | can get you?” Flynn asks. His hand gently 
rubs my shoulder as he talks and even though it’s perfectly 
innocent, it feels like one of the most erotic things I’ve ever 
experienced. | hold my breath, feeling light-headed and 
almost unable to respond like a normal human being. 


“| don’t think so...thanks so much for letting us stay. | know 
that my Dad really appreciates it. The divorce is hitting him 
hard.” 


At the mention of my Dad, he removes his hand from my 
shoulder and I curse myself. Why did | mention him right 
now? It’s killed the mood dead. Flynn looks at me with 
sympathy in his dark eyes. 

“I’m sure it is...and are you doing okay? | mean...they’re your 
parents after all.” 


| blink in surprise. | wasn’t expecting him to turn the subject 
to me and my feelings. | clear my throat. 


“Well...yeah, it hurt me too, | guess. | felt bad for Dad...it’s a 
horrible thing to go through. But | guess she fell in love with 
someone else, and the heart wants what it wants, right?” 


Flynn’s eyes meet mine and there’s a glint of mischief in his 
gaze. “Of course. | know the feeling.” 


| find my cheeks heating up for no good reason. | guess I’d 
better get used to feeling shy around this man. He’s gota 
way of bringing out a reaction from me. | don’t want to feel 
this way, but it’s like | said. | want what | want, and there’s 
not much | can do with all of these excess feelings now, but 
wait them out. 


Or do something about them. 


Flynn takes a step toward me and my heart seizes. The 
closer he gets to me, the more | feel like I’m just waiting for 
him to sweep me up and take me. Does he realize that I’d let 
him? That | want this more than anything in my life? | hold 
my breath as his hand touches my shoulder, and my body 
feels relief as his skin connects with mine once again. | 
missed his touch in the few moments it wasn’t present. 


“Well...1 know we don’t know each other well yet, but I’m 
always here if you feel the need to talk about that...or 
anything else,” he says. His voice is gruff and low. It’s 
incredibly sexy. | take a shaky breath. He’s put some kind of 
spell on me, and I’m struggling to break free. Maybe | just 
don’t want to enough. 


“Thank you...it’s nice to have someone think about me in 
this situation...| mean, mostly, it’s been me holding my Dad 
together.” 


His sighs in sympathy and his thumb brushes my collarbone. 
| gasp. | had never imagined such a simple action to feel so 
good. 


“That’s rough. But I’m here now. | can help you.” 


My heart is racing. | feel high on his presence and his 
masculine smell. Right here, right now, while it’s just the two 
of us, | feel more alive than | ever have. | wish | had the 


confidence to close the gap between us. | wish | could just 
take his gorgeous face in my hands and kiss him hard. | wish 
| could feel his manly presence pressing against me. Even 
now, as we’re talking about something serious, my eyes are 
drawn to his crotch. | want to know what’s beneath his 
clothes. | want to explore a man for the first time in my 
life...and it has to be him. 


Instead, | force my eyes to return to his face and | smile at 
him. “Thanks...it’s nice to have you on my side.” 


He smiles back and removes his hand once again, leaving 
me feeling emptier than before. “It’s no problem. Now...tell 
me a little about you. Your father told me that you’re 
studying at the minute?” 


| nod with a shy smile, feeling odd while I’m at the center of 
his attention. “Yeah, I’m in the final year of my business 
studies degree. But...Il’m not sure how much l'Il use it.” 


“Oh yeah? Why’s that?” 


| study his face. He looks genuinely interested, but it’s hard 
to tell. | don’t Know him well enough to be able to 
distinguish between insincerity and otherwise. Plus, my 
father has told me he’s an actor, so | guess he could be 
faking. But | want to open myself up to him so I shrug with a 
smile. 


“| guess | chose it as a major because it opens up my career 
prospects...but I’ve always been much more passionate 
about other aspects of my life.” 


Flynn sits down on the edge of the bed and pats the space 
beside him for me. “Like what?” 


My heart flounders. I’m so nervous about sitting close to him 
that | almost refuse. But as | move to sit beside him, I’m 
daring myself to sit as close to him as possible. | want to feel 
his heat close to me. | want to know whether he’ll move 


away or stay close. So as | sink down beside him, and | turn 
my body toward him and cross my legs like a child. Our legs 
nudge and | feel something spark up inside me. I’m shocked 
to discover that I’m wet again between my legs, driven by 
my own desire. But I’m not going to stop now. | lean in close 
as | talk, unsure how long I can last with my heart beating 
this fervently. 


“Well...I’ve always loved to sing. | do open mics sometimes 
when I’ve got the courage...and like | said before, cooking is 
my passion. Those things make me so much happier than 
anything else | do. | guess it makes me feel like they’re more 
worth pursuing if they’re going to bring me joy...there’s no 
point in living a miserable life, but rich.” 


“You're damn right,” Flynn murmurs. He seems happy that 
we're sat so close, or at least not repulsed. In fact, it might 
just be my imagination, but | swear he’s moving in closer 
still. “Life is far too short not to go after what you want.” 


| swallow nervously. Is he hinting that | should follow my 
heart right now? Because if | did that, I’d have his hands on 
my body within seconds, and his lips crashing against mine. 
I'd have his hard cock grinding against me as we fooled 
around on the bed. That’s what my heart wants more 
desperately than anything else right now. His eyes meet 
mine. 


“| admire your ambition...your dedication...it’s a very 
attractive quality to have,” he growls, turning my body into 
jelly. He’s melted me so quickly, made me feel so warm 
inside that it’s unnerving. If he has this effect on me after 
fifteen minutes in his presence, then what will the rest of 
this week do to me? 


“Thank you,” | whisper. | don’t know what else to say to him 
when he’s being so nice to me. | just want this 
communication to continue for as long as possible. He leans 


on his hand, propping himself up on the bed as he looks at 
me. 


“When | became an actor the road to success was hard. It 
took a long time to get the wheels in motion...years of 
rejection, years of struggling to make ends meet...but it’s 
paid off now. | have a home I can be proud of...| have almost 
everything | could ever need.” 


“Almost everything?” | ask quietly. He smiles like he has a 
secret to keep, but then he shakes his head, leaving me 
feeling slightly disappointed. Part of me was hoping that he 
was waiting for a woman to complete him...part of me 
wanted that to be me. 


“Never mind,” he says with a gruff chuckle. “It doesn’t 
matter.” 


| don’t want this conversation to end, but I get the feeling 
it’s about to. He moves to stand up and for some crazy 
reason, | stand up with him, desperate to block him from 
leaving. He looks at me in amusement and | grapple for 
something to say. Anything to say, just to keep him alone 
with me for another moment. 


“ve never seen one of your movies...but I'd like to,” | 
whisper. He smiles at me, leaning in a little closer. 


“We've got plenty of time for that.” 


CHAPTER 3 


Flynn 


This morning has passed in a blur. While my guests have 
been getting themselves settled in, I’ve spent a couple of 
hours in my room, just trying to come to grips with what I’m 
feeling. | wasn’t expecting some hot little thing to turn up on 
my doorstep this morning, but now that she’s here, | have to 
figure out what I’m going to do about it. 


She needs to be mine. That much is clear to me. | can’t allow 
any other man to snap her up and take her from me. She 
deserves a man who knows how to please her, how to praise 
her body the way it should be praised. She needs someone 
older and wiser to show her the ropes. But the problem is, 
once | get a taste of her, | know | won’t be able to let her go. 


Besides, she didn’t come here to find someone to get her 
pussy wet. She came here to find a solution for her father 
and his broken heart. She came here as a support system for 
him out of the goodness of her heart. She’s sweet as sugar, 
devoted to him in ways | never knew with my own father. | 
can’t lead her astray. | can’t fuck her in the bedroom and 
fuck up her entire life outside of it. It’s not in my nature. 


But neither is this incessant need. I've never been interested 
in casual sex, so I’ve been alone for the past forty years. I’ve 
never minded, but she’s woken something inside me, and 
now | need her more than I’ve ever needed anything before. 
It’s like needing food or water...! feel that | can’t live without 
having her. 


| want her legs to tremble as | part them. | want her to 
expose her beautiful pussy to me and let me cum inside it. | 


want to know what she tastes like. | want to pleasure her all 
through the night until she can’t walk because she’s been 
fucked so good. 


But her father is standing in our way. It would be a betrayal 
on my part to sleep with my best friend’s daughter, 
especially when he’s suffering enough already. | would never 
have considered anything like it before today. But since 
she’s arrived...damn, | just can’t help these thoughts. | think 
I'd be willing to stab him in the back to get just a kiss from 
her. | would give up everything | have in the world just to 
spend the night with her. 


My dick throbs uncomfortably in my pants. | could get 
myself off right now, and it might make me feel better for a 
few minutes. | could picture her naked tits, her shapely ass, 
her beautiful thighs, and I’d cum in seconds. But it’s not the 
same as what I’m craving. This craving runs so deep that it 
feels as though it’ll never be satisfied. Not until | know she’s 
mine and | can have her over and over again for the rest of 
my days. 


| need to get out of here before | go insane. | need to have 
her by my side just to numb the agony of being unable to 
fuck her. | try hard to think of an excuse to get her alone. 
And then it comes to me. 


Pecan pie. 


| spring up off my bed and head towards Lexi’s room. | have 
an excuse to leave this house with her right now, and I have 
to take it. | knock on her door and she answers it within 
seconds. She’s breathing hard like she’s been running a 
marathon...or been touching herself. | feel a surge in my 
pants at the thought. God, just thinking of the possibility of 
her with her hands down her pants, circling her clit and 
thinking of me...it’s almost enough to make me blow my 
load right here, right now. She looks up at me innocently 


and | have to try as hard as I can not to kiss her all over and 
fuck her right now. 


“Everything okay?” she asks meekly. My eyes fall to her 
breasts. Her nipples are pushing against the material of her 
t-shirt. Is she turned on right now, the same way | am? Am | 
the cause of her arousal. 


“I’m going to head to the store. | thought you might want to 
come with me. We have to pick up a pecan pie, after all.” 


Her cheeks fill with warmth and she smiles. | feel 
triumphant, knowing she’s going to say yes to me. 


“I'd love to come...shall we ask my Dad?” 


My stomach twists at the thought. | hate the thought of him 
ruining my time with her. | don’t want him to come with us 
at all. | clear my throat with a smile. 


“I think he’s best left here, don’t you? He can have some 
privacy...it’ll do him good.” 


To my relief, Lexi nods enthusiastically. She seems keen on 
the idea of us being alone together, and it fills me with a 
new found confidence. Maybe me and her aren't as out of 
my reach as | thought. 


“Alright... let’s go.” 


| lead her down the hallways and out the door. She scurries 
to keep up, staying close to me. It feels good. It’s almost as 
though she’s chasing me down. And God, I’ve missed the 
thrill of the chase with a woman. 


We don’t drive too far, but | know exactly where to take her. 
I’ve lived on the outskirts of Solana Beach for as long as | 
can remember. It’s large enough to mostly blend in but small 
enough to feel like I’m not going to be bombarded with 
reporters and the paparazzi all the time. It’s close enough to 
LA for my frequent work trips, and it keeps my life as private 
as possible. People around here tend to know me and don’t 


give me hassle, so it’s the perfect balance that I’ve always 
sought. Plus, it’s a seriously picturesque place to take a girl 
you like. 


I’m not here for the beach, though. I’m taking her to the 
local indoor market, where you can get freshly baked goods 
and fresh produce. | can tell that if she’s a cook, she'll 
appreciate the atmosphere. The second we get inside and 
the smell of pastries and fresh fruit hits our noses, she 
smiles, glancing at me. 


“You knew I'd like it here, didn’t you?” she says, her eyes 
bright. She barely said a word in the car, but now that we’re 
here, she’s finally coming out of her shell a little. | smile 
back. Seeing her this happy is a turn on, to say the least, 
and | feel an urge to grab her and kiss her in front of 
everyone. Still, | keep my randy hands to myself. 


“| had a hunch. Come on. I’m trusting you to pick out the 
best pie.” 


| follow her through the crowds. My eyes never leave her. 
She’s too sexy to ignore, after all. In the crowd, she stands 
out from the rest. Her ass swings as she walks. | want to 
press up against it and feel her back up against me. But this 
fantasy will have to wait. We’re in public right now, and | 
can’t risk a scandal. As much as | blend in here, | never know 
where someone with a camera might be hiding to geta 
Sneaky picture of what I’m up to. 


“Flynn! Flynn West!” 


Oh no...| should’ve expected this to happen. When I’m out in 
the open like this, in a crowded place, there’s always 
someone who recognizes who | am. Lexi glances back at me 
from ahead, probably thinking a neighbor of mine is calling 
my name, but I can already tell it’s a fan. | feign being 
unable to hear, wanting to stick close to Lexi and not be 
disturbed, but the chorus of women calling to me gets 


louder and more insistent. | sigh in annoyance. I’m going to 
have to stop and speak to them. 


A group of five middle-aged women clamber through the 
crowd toward me, jabbering like parrots. Lexi sticks close to 
me, but they pay her no mind as they thrust pieces of paper 
in my face for me to sign. Most of them are holding out 
shopping receipts, for crying out loud. | force a smile, never 
wanting to make a fan uncomfortable, and sign the papers 
as quickly as | can. | just want to get back to my shopping. 
But the women stay for several minutes to chat, and I’m 
forced to play along. When | look at Lexi from the corner of 
my eye, she looks a little amused at the whole thing, but | 
can tell she wants them to leave. | hold up my hands after 
ten minutes of mindless chatter. 


“Alright, ladies, we need to get going now we’ve got stuff to 
buy for Thanksgiving, same as everyone else.” 


The women sigh in annoyance, their sickly sweet smiles still 
plastered to their faces. | say goodbye to each of them, even 
taking care to remember each of their names that they told 
me, and then we're finally free. Lexi and | get some strange 
looks as we begin to weave through the crowd once more. 
By the time we reach the baked goods stalls, though, we're 
finally given some peace. 


“Does that happen a lot?” Lexi asks me. | sigh. 


“Sometimes...it depends where | go. I’m kind of a novelty in 
this town. | have a lot of friends here anyway, but when | 
come across someone | don’t know...well, they always get a 
little...” 


“Over-excited?” Lexi says with a smile. | feel a surge in my 
pants. She’s so perfect, | love the way she just knows exactly 
what I’m thinking. Our conversations seem so easy, though 
we haven’t even known each other a day. It makes me want 
her even more. 


“Exactly.” 


“It must get boring,” she says as she peers at the goods in 
front of her. As she leans over, | get a perfect view of her 
perky ass. A growl begins to form in my throat and | have to 
stop myself from grabbing her right here, right now. 


“It does.” 


Lexi turns back to me with a shy, yet mischievous smile. “| 
bet if you dropped down on one knee for one of those 
women, they’d say yes right away.” 


| chuckle gruffly. “You reckon?” | take a step closer to her. 
Among the mixture of smells in the air, the scent of her 
perfume rises to my nose and makes my dick even harder. 
She smells so damn good. 


“| think so,” she says quietly, obviously noticing my 
proximity as | move in. | smile at her. 


“Well, I don’t want any of those women. Not one bit,” | 
murmur. “There’s only one woman in this room who has 
caught my eye...| only met her recently...but I think she’s 
pretty fucking special.” 


| don’t know when | decided to get so brave, but I can’t help 
myself. She brings something out of me. A primal need to 
have her. To touch her, to fuck her all night long. The words 
that slip from between my lips are smooth as silk, and | see 
the moment that her breath catches in her throat. Does she 
want this too? 


| need to be more careful. Anyone could see us here...as 
much as I want her, | don’t want to cause a scandal. Not 
because | care about my reputation, but because Eddie 
would most certainly find out...and that wouldn’t be good for 
me. 


But being with her...that’s got to be worth any amount of 
controversy. | feel like it’s my right to have her, to finally 


have my slice of happiness. I’ve never wanted a woman the 
way | want her and now she’s so close to me, right in my 
reach, and there’s nothing I can do about it. | can’t have the 
one thing I’ve ever craved. 


It makes me so damn angry. Irrationally so, perhaps, but 
fuck, it’s got my blood boiling. Mixed in with my arousal, | 
feel like I’m about to explode like a volcano. She belongs to 
me, whether she or the rest of the world knows it yet...and 
I’m not going to let her go so easily. 


She’s still frozen in place, stilled completely by my words. | 
want to kiss her soft lips, press my throbbing cock against 
her, and find out what it truly feels like to want someone this 
bad when they're actually within your reach. 


But I don’t. I simply smile at her and put a hand on her back, 
leading her through the crowd again. I’m so turned on that it 
feels like anyone might notice at any moment, but I try and 
keep my cool. This might not have been one of my better 
ideas, coming here, but if my girl wants pecan pie, then 
that’s what she'll get. 


| take a step back as she steps up to the pie counter to 
examine them. She falls into an easy conversation with the 
vendor and I take the opportunity just to admire her body. 
It’s making me reel, being able to see her, so easy for the 
taking, but unable to make a move. 


And it looks like I’m not the only one. | glance to my left and 
see that there’s a man standing still in the crowd, watching 
her. As the other shoppers push to get past him, he doesn’t 
move an inch, holding his stance so that he can get the best 
look at her. | can feel my blood boiling. Who the fuck does 
he think he is, looking at my woman like that? | feel my 
hands curl into fists. 


The crowd shifts, blocking me from him, and he surges 
forward. He hasn’t seen me, his vision fixated simply on her, 


and | watch helplessly as he approaches her. | watch his 
hand casually touch her ass. And suddenly, the anger inside 
me is more than I can take. | make a final shove through the 
crowd. 


He’s not going to get away with what he just did. 


Lexi 


The hand that touches me is horribly unfamiliar. | know that 
it can’t possibly be Flynn, though I wish it was. When I turn 
to see the person who did this to me, I’m met with the 
stench of beer and cigarettes. The man leering at me looks 
almost proud of himself, as though him touching me 
inappropriately is going to get him what he wants from me. 


“Hey there, pretty thing,” he sneers. | back away from him, 
feeling nauseous. 


“Leave me alone. I’m not interested,” | tell him, my voice 
coming out as a squeak. I’m so mad at myself for showing 
my fear, but | wasn’t expecting this. Why should I, when I’m 
just trying to get some shopping done? 


And suddenly behind me, I feel a warm and dominating 
presence. | know who it is within seconds. My saviour. 


"The lady said she's not interested." His rough voice sounds 
like leather dragged over hot coal. The man who touched me 
smirks at Flynn, like he’s not scared. Something tells me he 
should be. 


“So? What’s it to you, old man?” he asks. | watch Flynn step 
forward. He’s attracted some attention from passers by, and 
his shoulders are so tense, that I’m afraid of what he might 
do next. His fists are curled, his face flushed with fury. 


“You cross her, you cross me,” he growls. He grabs the man 
by his shirt and | see the fear in his eyes as Flynn raises him 
off the ground. 


“Get off me.” 


“You listen to what the lady said,” Flynn hisses." My lady! 
Apologize, now!” 


“I'm sorry!” the man squeals. “I swear, man, I’m sorry. Let me 
go...” 


“Say it again...with more sincerity,” Flynn growls. The whole 
place seems to have gone silent, but watching him 
protecting me like this, keeping me safe from this creep...it 
makes me feel so much safer. 


“| swear, I’m sorry. On my life, I’m sorry,” the man cries out. 
He has tears wetting his cheeks as he looks at me. “I’m 
sorry.” 


“And you'll never touch another woman like that again, will 
you? Not without her permission? Say you won’t!” Flynn 
shouts, his anger at a fever pitch now. The man nods 
desperately. 


“I'll never do it again...never.” 


Flynn sets the man back on the ground, his face still flushed. 
“Then go. Leave now, before | really lose my fucking 
temper... never touch what isn’t yours again, you creep.” 


The man scurries away, taken down at least ten notches by 
Flynn’s actions. Several people nearby applaud Flynn. He’s 
breathing hard and he turns away from them to look at me. 
To my surprise, he lets his hand cup my face. 


“Are you alright?” he asks me, his voice much softer than it 
was when he was talking to the creepy man. | nod, unable to 
Say much. 


“I’m fine,” | breathe. The vendor behind the stall clears his 
throat and when we both turn, he has a pecan pie on top of 
the counter. 


“For you. It’s on me,” he says gently. He glances at Flynn, 
looking both nervous and admiring of his strong presence. 
“You did a good thing there, man. Have a good day, both of 
you.” 


| can’t help smiling. Even after the whole ordeal, it ended as 
well as it could’ve done. Flynn takes the pie with a grateful 
nod to the cashier and then his hand returns to my back. 


“Come on. Let’s get you home,” he whispers in my ear. My 
heart skips a beat. Something about the way he said 
home...it makes me feel like | belong back at his fancy house 
with him. It makes me feel like we’re partners, not just 
strangers who only met today. | feel so connected to him 
that it’s insane. I’ve never had a connection like this...not 
with a friend or with a potential lover. Of course, I’ve never 
even been attracted to a man before and now I’m more 
certain than ever that | want him to take my virginity. 


As we head out to the car, the cold air hits me and | shiver. 
Within seconds, Flynn has shrugged off his jacket and 
draped it around my shoulders. 


“Is that better?” he asks. His voice is gruff and he’s still 
flushed from the argument, but when it’s just the two of us, 
he’s so gentle, so caring...it’s like he really cares about me, 
and it makes my skin tingle. | nod and he slips the warm pie 
into my hands so that he can open the car door for me. 
Feeling like some kind of celebrity with the way he’s treating 
me, | get in and savor this feeling. | know we can’t tell my 
father about what happened, and | know things will be 
different when we get back to the house...but for now, I’m 
full of butterflies. | feel like | matter to someone. | feel like 
I’m important. 


As we drive toward home, Flynn is quiet and brooding, but | 
don’t mind too much. It gives me time to think about what 
just happened. 


| recall his strong arms holding the creep up in the air...I 
recall how he made sure to protect women everywhere, not 
just me...but mostly, | recall the thing that has stuck in my 
mind the most. 


| know | didn’t imagine it. He called me his lady. Warmth 
pools in my stomach at the thought. | would do anything to 
belong to him. I’d do anything to hear him say it again. | 
want him to tell me to my face, to look me in the eyes and 
say I’m his...and I’d tell him that | am, for as long as he 
wants. 


How did | get to this point so quickly? How have | let 
someone take over my emotions so completely? | look at him 
now, his hands gripping the steering wheel too hard, his 
handsome face creased in anger. | melt inside just at the 
sight of him. | want to feel him touching me again. | want 
him to save me all over again. I’d go through that horrible 
ordeal all over again just to see him go all alpha male for 
me. 


It’s unnerving to me how much | like him. He’s got a hold on 
my heart, and I’m not sure l'Il ever be able to change that 
now. | never expected to fall for an older man....| assumed 
that I’d meet a guy at university, and we’d eventually settle 
down, have a family, get married...but now that I’ve met 
Flynn, that fantasy has ceased to exist. He’s so much better 
than the young men | know...so strong, so handsome, so 
mature...| can see he knows exactly how to treat a woman. 
He’s smart, successful and so good looking. He’s the most 
attractive man I’ve ever seen, and it makes so much sense 
now that women of his age are falling at his feet. | just never 
expected to be among them. 


But he practically admitted that I’m the one he wants too. 
He said someone he met recently has caught his eye...who 
else could that be, but me? Or am | getting too cocky? | 
don’t know anything about his life before today...just 
because my world is suddenly centered around him, it 
doesn’t mean that he feels the same. 


I’m starting to come across as desperate, even though I’ve 
not admitted any of my thoughts out loud. If he knew what | 
was thinking about right now, he’d probably run a mile. | 
know that I’d do anything he asked of me right now, and it 
scares me how easily I’ve become putty in his hands. If he 
feels the same, will he even act on it? We both know it’s a 
bad idea...my father would kill us if he found out. 


And yet, | still want it more than anything in the world. 


Flynn clears his throat suddenly, and my heart jolts. What is 
he going to say to me? I'm full of flutters. He takes a deep 
breath. 


“I’m sorry about what happened back there. I’m not usually 
so...forceful. | just...| hated that guy so much. The way he 
looked at you...he just assumed you wanted him...and it 
made me feel sick.” 


| feel myself blushing, though I’m not sure why. “Honestly, 
I’m glad you stood up for me. No one else would’ve done 
anything...it made me feel so much better. “ 


He allows me a small smile. “Well, at least something good 
came of it. | just felt so protective of you. You don’t deserve 
to be harassed like that...though l'Il bet it’s not the first time. 
Young beautiful women like you always get creeps hitting on 
them.” 


Now my cheeks are hotter than | thought possible, and I’m 
sweating a little. With his jacket still around my shoulders, 
this car is starting to feel a little too hot. 


“It’s happened a few times...but women get it all the time. 
It’s the world we live in.” 


“Not if | can help it,” Flynn growls. “If anyone ever tries to 
hurt you. l'Il be there to stop them. | swear that to you right 
now.” 


God, why is everything he says so goddamn sexy? I’m 
melting into a puddle right now. 


“Thanks, Flynn...it’s nice to have someone to rely on.” 


Flynn sighs. “Well, I’m glad you think so. We can put it 
behind us now.” 


| nod, still flushed. | guess I’d better get used to feeling this 
way around this man. I’ve got a whole week with him to go. 


“Hey...you told me you’re a singer before, right? Have you 
got a demo you can play for me? I'd love to hear your voice.” 


“|,,.’ve never shown them to anyone before. | have some on 
my phone, but...well, like | said...no one’s really heard them, 
but me.” 


A mischievous smile spreads across his handsome features. 
“Then I'd love the honor of being the first man....go on, Lexi. 
| bet you have the voice of an angel.” 


I'm wet between my legs, aroused by this simple 
conversation. This is ridiculous, but | want to please him, 
especially if | can’t do it in the way I'd actually like to. If I 
play my music for him, it’ll make him happy...so even though 
it’s giving me nervous knots in my stomach, | know I’m 
going to do it. 


| take out my phone and select a song to play for him, 
plugging it in to the AUX cord. | feel nerves building up 
inside me. It’s not something I’m happy to do willingly. I’ve 
never even really done a live performance, even though it’s 
my dream to have the courage to do so. | guess this is a 
gateway to that, but I’m so anxious that | wind down the 


window to allow wintery air to flood through and cool my 
heated cheeks. 


| cringe as | hear myself starting to sing, but | stick with it, 
avoiding looking in Flynn’s direction as it plays out. He 
doesn’t make a sound, but he doesn’t tell me to turn it off 
either, which | guess is a good sign. | focus on my breathing, 
wishing | didn’t care so much about what he thinks, but | 
desperately want him to approve of what I’ve created. | want 
him to approve of me. 


As the song finishes, | quietly claim my phone back. The last 
three minutes were the most tense of my life, and now all | 
want is for Flynn to say something. He takes a deep breath 
and | steel myself for his criticism. But it doesn’t come. 


“Lexi...that was incredible. You have natural raw talent.” 


| can’t believe it. | can’t believe someone as well-established 
as Flynn has given me such a lovely compliment. My cheeks 
heat up even more. 


“You...you mean that?” 


Flynn’s eyes flicker in my direction for a moment, capturing 
my gaze in his before he looks back at the road. “I never say 
things | don’t mean.” 


| recall how he told me he was interested in someone...the 
way he called me his lady...if he never lies, then I could 
throw myself at him now and he’d take me in his arms. It’s a 
desperately wild thought, but | want him so much. Even 
more so after he complimented my music. | put my trust in 
him and he proved to me that | have nothing to fear from 
him. He’s fighting in my corner before we've even really got 
to know one another. What will he do for me by the time 
we’re fully acquainted? 


“Listen, Lexi...with talent like that, you can’t afford to be 
hiding in the shadows. You’re such a sweet, shy girl... can 


see that confidence doesn’t come to you naturally. But if 
you'd like, | can set you up with my singing coach. I’ve had 
to sing for a few roles, like many actors, and she’s pretty 
good. She’s turned me from tone-deaf to able to hold a 
tune...she could do wonders with you, maybe advise you on 
how to move forward...would you like that?” 


“You mean...you’d do that? For me?” 


Flynn glances my way once again, making my insides melt 
under his gaze. “I’d do anything for you...you should know 
that.” 


| can barely breathe. This man | barely know is already 
willing to offer me the world, and I’m so desperate to step up 
and take it from him. | want our worlds to merge into one. | 
want to explore this chemistry that we have. 


But there are so many obstacles already. | Know | need to 
take this slow and steady. I’m looking for signs that this 
could work, that we might be worth a go...but at the end of 
the day, he’s my Dad’s best friend. The one person he can 
trust right now apart from me. He’s twenty years older than 
me too...it’s not a scenario my father is ever going to warm 
to. 


So where am I meant to go from here? 


“So, Lexi...l’ve just been thinking what else we can do for 
your confidence, and I’ve had an idea,” Flynn says 
broodingly. “I’ve got to run some lines over the course of this 
week...it’s for a movie I’m going to be in. It’s got some pretty 
sensual scenes. | think if you put yourself out of your 
comfort zone and read some lines with me...it would do 
wonders for your confidence. What do you reckon? You want 
to run some lines with me?” 


Warmth pools between my legs. God, I’ve never wanted 
anything more. | can picture it now...me and him in a quiet 
room, reading out the lines we wish we could use on each 


other. | imagine our bodies touching, our longing conveyed, 
using our true feelings to bring the scene to life. | imagine 
getting to kiss him. 


“I’m in,” | say a little breathlessly. There’s one thing I’m 
already certain of after today... 


Flynn West is going to be the undoing of me. 


CHAPTER 4 


Flynn 


We're having our first dinner as a trio tonight and I’m 
already dreading it as | cook. I’m going to have to spend this 
whole meal trying not to look at Lexi, and that’s not an easy 
feat. My eyes are constantly drawn to her sexy little body, to 
her lips, to her blonde curls...even just thinking of her has 
me hard as hell. | need to get control of myself, but this 
primal urge that’s taken me over has left me powerless. It’s 
taking everything | have in me not to pounce on her and 
make her mine, but under her father’s scrutiny, l'II have to 
be extra careful. 


As | dish up and take the meals out to the table, Lexi’s eyes 
flicker up to scan my body. | grin to myself. I’ve started to 
notice the way she looks at me, like she admires me or 
something. | like it. It makes me feel like we’re on the same 
page. After all, I’m in awe of her. Of her talents, of her 
ambition, of her looks...she’s the full package. Of course | 
admire her in return. And if we both keep this up, it 
definitely won’t be long before we find ourselves in each 
other’s beds. 


| place the plates of pasta in front of my guests and pour out 
some water for them both. Eddie tucks right in and it only 
strengthens my annoyance toward him. | wish he wasn’t 
here, but of course, he’s the reason | got to meet Lexi. | have 
no right to get mad at him, and yet | wish he’d just leave so 
that | could get down and dirty with his sexy daughter. 


“This is good,” Eddie says through a mouthful of pasta. | 
take my seat at the head of my dining table and nod in 
Lexi’s direction with a secretive smile. 


“What do you think, hmm? You’re the chef among us...” 


Lexi blushes and eats a mouthful of the pasta. As a smile 
spreads over her face, | feel a sense of relief that | wasn’t 
expecting. | didn’t think I’d care about what she thought of 
my cooking, but clearly, the little minx has a bigger hold on 
me than I thought. 


“It’s good,” she says gently, “Thank you for this, 
Flynn...thanks for everything. Hey Dad, Flynn has offered to 
set me up with his singing coach. He thinks | 
have...potential.” 


Oh yes, I think she has potential. | think she has the 
potential to be everything I’ve ever craved. She’s changed 
her top for dinner, revealing her cleavage in a tight-fitting V- 
neck t-shirt. | find my eyes wandering to her breasts, and my 
mind starts racing. Fuck, the things I’d do to those fantastic 
breasts of hers. 


“Flynn?” Eddie says sharply. “Earth to Flynn?” 
| snap out of my daze. “Hmm?” 
“| asked if I’ve met this coach you were talking about?” 


| clear my throat. “Ah, yes. She’s been to a lot of my parties. 
You definitely will have met her before.” 


Eddie nods, glancing at me with suspicion, but I don’t think 
he saw where | was staring. | try to hide my smile. I’m 
playing a dangerous game, but for a girl like her...fuck | 
think it might be worth it. 


Eddie lets out a long sigh. “It feels strange to sit around a 
dinner table without Lexi’s mother...to be honest, since | 
found out about her affair, I’ve been living on takeout. | 
can’t face cooking much anymore.” 


| suppress a sigh. As much as care for Eddie, I’m really not 
in the mood to hear him wallowing. | guess it’s hard for me 
to sympathize in some ways. I’ve never been through a 


divorce, and I’ve never experienced heartbreak. | guess 
that’s one of the advantages of never being in love. But 
looking at Lexi now and thinking about how l'Il feel when 
she leaves...maybe | can understand his point of view. | 
reach over to slap a hand on his shoulder in friendly comfort. 


“Hey, Eddie, don’t beat yourself up times are going to be 
rough for a while. But you know, you can do a lot now that 
you couldn’t before. You’re still young...you can find 
someone else. Explore your options, you know? You don’t 
have to settle for the way she treated you.” 


Lexi keeps her head down, focussing on her meal. | can tell 
she’s uncomfortable with us openly discussing the divorce. 
Considering that her mother was the one to cause it, it can’t 
be easy to hear. | let my eyes scan over her and my dick 
grows hard. Damn, if Lexi was mine, I’d treat her so well. I'd 
buy her anything she ever desired. l’d fuck her every night 
ten times over if it would satisfy her. Hell, | know it would 
satisfy me. 


“You're right, Flynn,” Eddie says, putting down his fork. “I 
don’t have to mope around to get over this. Hey, why don’t 
we head out tonight? It’s been years since | last went toa 
club...we could get some drinks, have a dance, have a laugh. 
Two single guys just out for a good time, right?” 


The comment is like a punch to the stomach. He has no idea 
that I’m reserving myself for his daughter, the thought of 
heading out to look for another woman is sickening to me. 
Lexi’s face has fallen too. Maybe she doesn’t like the idea of 
me being with someone else. Maybe we’re on the same page 
after all. 


“Well, I can be a damn good wingman when | want to be,” | 
say, hoping I’ve made it obvious to everyone here that I’m 
not looking for anything. Did | imagine it or did Lexi just 
smile a little? “If that’s what you want to do, Eddie, we’ll do 
it.” 


“Good!” he says, clapping his hands together with a smug 
smile on his face. “Then let’s do it...finish up your pasta and 
we can head out.” 


Forty minutes later, we’re waiting for a taxi to pick us up and 
take us to the bars. There’s not much in the area, but I’m not 
particularly invested in this night on the town anyway. I’m 
only getting involved to please my best friend. Besides, it 
will be a welcome distraction from the constant hard-on I’ve 
had since Lexi and | met this morning. 


Lexi passes us on her way upstairs. She’s changed into her 
pyjamas and she looks hot as hell. Her silky shorts and top 
are revealing enough to entice me, but innocent enough to 
keep her sweetness in tact. She’s clutching a mug of hot 
cocoa, looking a little miserable. 


“Have a good time.” she says. She glances at me. “I guess 
we won't be reading lines tonight...” 


Fuck. | hadn’t considered that. Glancing back at Eddie to 
check he’s not looking, | step forward and cup her elbow in 
my hand, brushing my thumb over her soft skin. 


“Soon...| promise,” | say gruffly, staring into her eyes deeply. 
As our eyes connect, it feels like something locks me on to 
her. | don’t want to leave her behind. | want to send Eddie 
off alone so I can go upstairs and fuck Lexi until the sun 
rises. But | know that’s out of the question. l'II just have to 
be patient and bide my time. 


“Okay,” Lexi says, brightening up a little. “See you.” 
“Come on, Flynn! Cab’s here!” 


| sigh and force myself to pull away from Lexi. | roll my eyes 
for her pleasure and she giggles at my response to her 
father. Perhaps it’s a little cruel on Eddie, but if he wasn’t so 
intent on getting in the way, l’d be getting laid tonight. 
Instead, we’re heading out to some shitty clubs where we'll 


pretend to have a good time. We'll probably end the night 
with him crying on my shoulder about the ways his marriage 
has gone wrong. 


What a treat for me. 


As we pull up at the clubs just out of town, | can see the look 
in Eddie’s eyes as he stares at the local strip club. I’ve never 
been interested in strip clubs, and it appeals to me even less 
now. | don’t want to see girls in skimpy underwear dancing 
for money. The only girl | want to see in her underwear is 
waiting for me at home. But | can see that Eddie won't be 
deterred on his first night of freedom. He pays for us to get 
inside and we enter the dark club. 


It smells of whiskey and lust in here. The booming music 
almost masks the jeers of the men crowded around the poles 
on the stage. Young, beautiful women in thin as paper 
underwear grind on the poles and while doing their best 
impressions of porn stars as they look deeply into the eyes 
of their customers, biting their lips and licking them 
seductively. And yet, not one part of me is interested in this 
facade. | want to go home, grab Lexi and kiss her hard. | 
want to fuck her until she screams my name. | want to make 
her mine. But I’m stuck here for the night, so | guess I’d 
better get a beer and try not to fall asleep. 


Eddie heads to the bar, looking excited. He keeps jabbering 
on about how it’s his first time in a strip club, as though he’s 
a horny teenager. He insists that we sit close to the stage 
and pays for a lap dance from a busty blonde. | close my 
eyes and imagine my own blonde woman grinding against 
me. Lexi seems like the shy sort, but | bet she’s got a 
naughty side to her that | can bring out. If she was here now, 
doing the things these girls are doing, | don’t think I’d be 
able to control myself. I’d fuck her right here, right now. 


“Earth to Flynn!” 


| open my eyes. Eddie stares at me as he tucks a bunch of 
bills in the stripper’s panties and she walks away. Eddie 
forces a smile. 


“You okay, man? You’ve been pretty distracted tonight...you 
don’t want to get a dance?” 


| shake my head. “Nah...it’s okay. I’m not really in the mood. 
| guess I’m tired...| didn’t sleep well last night. But it’s okay. 
There’s no reason why you can’t enjoy yourself.” 


Eddie’s eyes light up as one of the prettiest strippers waves 
to him saucily from her position on the pole, but he soon 
loses the glint in his eye. He sighs, hanging his head and 
staring into the bottom of his whiskey glass. 


“Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. What would Lexi think 
if she saw me here...she’d be so ashamed.” 


| really don’t want the conversation to turn to Lexi. It’s hard 
enough keeping her out of my head as it is, but talking 
about her with her father is the last thing | want to do. | 
might slip up and admit what dirty thoughts are running 
through my mind. 


“Forget about Lexi for tonight...you should be focussing on 
feeling better,” | tell him. “If this is how you want to do it, 
then she doesn’t have to know. You don’t need to tell each 
other everything.” 


“But we’ve always been so close...even before all of this. | 
like to think that she tells me everything that’s on her 
mind,” Eddie says miserably. | bite the inside of my cheek, 
praying she hasn’t said anything about the day we shared 
together. From the incident at the market to our drive 
home...there have been plenty of risky moments. Things 
might’ve gone further tonight if I’d been able to stay home 
with her. Do | need to worry that Lexi might come clean to 
her father about the connection we’ve shared? 


| put a hand on Eddie’s arm. “Look, she’s not a little girl 
anymore. She’s grown up and made her own way in the 
world. Inevitably there are going to be things she doesn’t 
tell you. And I’m sure you've held back a lot of details about 
the divorce, right? To save her feelings? You just need to get 
used to that.” 


Eddie’s smile returns. “You’re right. She has the right to her 
privacy and | have mine. Let’s get a round of tequilas. And 
l'Il take another lap dance...you sure you can’t be tempted?” 


“Not tonight,” | tell him quietly. Eddie heads back to the bar 
to order our drinks and | slump in my seat, wishing | was 
elsewhere. | don’t know where to look without looking like 
I’m being enticed, when really, the last thing | want is 
attention from a stripper. It’s not that | don’t respect what 
they do...| just want to save myself for my woman. 


And yet, | still manage to catch the eye of one of the girls 
milling through the crowd. She’s got long legs, especially 
since she’s wearing heels. She’s sporting a tight corset that 
makes her breasts look even larger. But to me, she’s nothing. 
| know if Lexi was wearing something similar, | might be 
inclined to take an interest, but this whole place exudes fake 
lust to me. As she saunters in my direction | pray she'll pass 
me by, but she bends down in front of me, trying to show off 
her assets to me. 


“Hey, there,” she whispers. “You look kind of lonely over 
here.” 


“I'm fine,” | growl. This woman is so obviously interested in 
getting money out of me, but | have no intention of obliging. 


To my surprise, however, she doesn’t push further. Instead, 
she removes a business card with her name and number on 
it from her corset. She tucks it in my shirt pocket with a 
wink. 


“You know... only do this part time. And I’m very much 
single right now,” she tells me. “Maybe you should give me 
a call, handsome. I’d love to go to dinner with you and figure 
out what your story is.” 


| nod politely as she walks away, but inside, I’m seething. 
She was so damn brazen with me, not caring that | might be 
taken, or that | might not be interested in her. Lexi would 
never act that way. | can just tell. 


| take the business card out of my pocket and look at the 
picture of the woman on the card. Her lips are parted, coated 
in red lipstick, and her eyes are full of seductive charm. Any 
other man would be falling at her feet, begging for a chance 
to take her out. But the second I’m certain she’s gone, | take 
the business card and rip it into a hundred tiny pieces, 
allowing my anger to be released as I do so. 


| only have eyes for one woman. And | can’t fucking wait to 
get back home to her. 


Lexi 


| should be asleep. | shouldn’t be lying awake thinking of my 
father’s best friend. And yet I’ve been lying here for hours, 
wondering what it would be like to kiss his lips. Every time | 
close my eyes, | imagine that he’s on top of me, exploring 
my body with his tongue and hands, showing me what I’ve 
been missing all of my life. The harder | try to ignore my 
thoughts, the harder they try to penetrate my mind. It seems 
there’s just no letting go of Flynn, as much as I want to. 


Does he realize how drawn I am to his charms? Does he 
understand that he’s made me weak in the knees ina 
matter of hours? | turn on my front, trying to ignore the 
insistent throbbing between my legs. | need to be touched. | 


could touch myself like | have before, but I don’t think it 
would help. It’s not just the sensation | need. It’s Aim. 


It’s well past midnight and usually, I’d be asleep. I’ve tried 
everything to take my mind off him, but nothing has worked 
yet. | keep imagining him out at the bar getting chatted up 
by pretty women. | imagine his arm snaking around some 
tart’s waist as he buys her a drink. | can’t even go into a bar 
because I’m not old enough. That should say enough about 
how doomed my relationship with him is. 


And yet, I’m still craving him. He’s a drug I’ve never had a 
chance to try, but I’m already addicted. | know that if | have 
him once, l'Il feel better for a while...but this extends so 
much further than a craving for a one night stand. | want 
him for the long-run. Crazy as it seems, even to me, | want 
him for life. 


| hear the door open downstairs and the sound of loud 
chatter. It must be my father and Flynn returning, but | 
strain my ears, listening out for the sound of women. | feel 
sick at the thought of either of them bringing a girl home 
with them, for very different reasons. But | think I’m safe. | 
hear a crash and know my father has probably bumped into 
something. He’s always been a lightweight. 


| slip on my robe over my underwear and peep out onto the 
landing. Flynn is helping my father up the stairs, trying to 
hush him. | feel my heart swell with affection. He’s looking 
after my Dad at a time when everyone else seems to have 
abandoned him. It’s just another excuse to feel more 
attracted to Flynn. 


He catches me watching them as he struggles up the last 
few steps, supporting my father’s entire weight with his 
strong arms. I’m aching with lust and a desperation to have 
him, and his chivalry isn’t helping. He offers me a tired 
smile. 


“He’s fine. He just needs his bed,” Flynn says quietly. 
“Maybe once I’ve got him to bed | can make you some hot 
cocoa?” 


| nod absent-mindedly, loving the idea of more time with 
him. It’s what I’ve been craving all night, but now the 
possibility of it is making my stomach flutter. | watch as he 
herds my father off and I rush back into my room. 


| have to make myself presentable. | brush out my hair. | put 
perfume on and adjust my robe. | don’t want him to think I’m 
trying to provoke him, but | also want him to see me at my 
best. | want to tease the assets | have. | know that men’s 
eyes are often drawn to my wide hips, my breasts and my 
ass. I’ve always been shapely, and | want to use it to my 
advantage. | want him to know that whatever I have, it's his 
for the taking. 


I’ve never been like this before. I’ve always been happy to 
blend into the background, overlooked by everyone | know. 
I’m the sort of shy girl who can hold a conversation with 
anyone, but seems to just drift through social interactions 
without being paid much attention. Now, in the space of a 
day, I’ve become the center of someone’s attention. To my 
surprise, | feel ready to accept the spotlight he’s placed on 
me. 


As I’m adjusting my hair, | hear my door open and Flynn 
enters with two mugs in his hands. He’s changed into a pair 
of pyjamas and for some reason, it turns me on. He looks hot 
in the way older men do when they’re looking after kids or 
helping out around the house. Earlier, | saw the sexy actor 
side of him that he presents to the public, where he always 
looks perfect. Now, this softer side to him, this domestic 
version of himself, is just as enticing. He’s the kind of man | 
want to father my kids. 


Hell, I’m in deep with this one. 


He hands me a mug and | accept it with a smile while 
wondering if my robe is too loose around my breasts. | see 
his eyes scanning over me and my cheeks turn hot. He sits 
on the edge of my bed while | lean against my dresser, 
letting him look me over. 


“Couldn’t sleep?” he asks me. | shake my head. 
“No...| had things on my mind.” 


He smiles sexily, his eyes glimmering as though he knows 
every dirty thought I’ve had this evening. “I get it. And it 
must be strange sleeping in a stranger’s house.” 


“You don’t feel like a stranger to me,” | whisper. He looks 
pleased at the comment. 


“I'm glad to hear that. | feel the same. And I’ve heard a lot 
about you, of course...from your father. He was talking about 
you earlier. He thought you might disapprove of him hitting 
the town.” 


| shrug. “It’s not my place to judge. He’s a grown man, he 
can do what he wants.” 


Flynn raises his eyebrows. “And you're a grown woman... 
guess you can do what you want to.” 


If only | think to myself. If | had my way, we wouldn’t be 
sitting around drinking hot cocoa. | shift in my position and 
Flynn watches my every move. | like him looking at me, but 
it’s making me shaky. | can barely hold my mug in my hand. 
| place it on the dresser and Flynn clears his throat. 


“Well...if neither of us are heading to bed...maybe we could 
run those lines we talked about.” 


| feel a rush of excitement. | had forgotten about the script 
we were going to read together, but now that he’s 
mentioned it, there’s nothing | want to do more. | nod 
enthusiastically and he leaves the room for a moment to 
fetch two copies of the script, leaving his own drink on my 


bedside table. Something tells me we won't be drinking 
them. 


When he returns, he hands the script to me right away. He 
seems keen to get started. He flips open to a page and 
directs me to it, scanning it over with a smile on his face. 


“Alright, | think this scene is going to be perfect for building 
up your confidence. Do you think you can handle it? It gets 
quite steamy.” 


| scan over the page. | can already see that it’s going to 
challenge me in ways I've never been challenged 
before...it’s going to force me into close proximity with a 
man twice my age. A man who I’ve been lusting after since | 
laid eyes on him this morning. | know this scene is only 
going to rile me up further and leave me wanting for more. 
But I want to do it. With an opportunity to touch him, how 
can | possibly refuse? 


“I'm ready,” I say firmly, though my voice comes out quietly. 
Still, Flynn doesn’t seem to need more of an affirmation from 
me. He turns his gaze to the page, sneaking looks at me as 
he speaks. 


“Interior...hotel bedroom...night. Frank and Amber are alone 
in their hotel room. They’ve both been drinking. Tensions are 
high.” Flynn strides toward me and grabs my arms, shocking 
my system. His touch feels like hot iron on my skin and | 
gasp. He looks deep in my eyes, only needing to glance at 
the script. 


“You can’t keep doing this to me, Amber. | don’t deserve it,” 
he growls, perfectly in character. “You keep reeling me in 
and then throwing me back out into cold water. Why? Why 
are you doing this to me?” 


I’m shaking as | read my line out, sitting down on the bed as 
instructed. | tug from his grasp and cross my legs. My 
character is confident and cool, so | have to be too. 


“Frank...don’t you understand how a love affair works? It’s 
supposed to be full of heartbreak,” | say silkily. 
“Besides...you’re the one who is married, not me. Perhaps it’s 
time for you to run back to the woman waiting up for you to 
come home...instead of chasing the girl who just wants to 
get some damn sleep.” 


Flynn looks like a man possessed as he advances on me, 
pushing me back on the bed and crawling on top of me. | 
want him to press against my body so that | can feel his 
manhood against my core. | want him to kiss me, even 
though the script doesn’t tell him to. But part of me also 
wants to play out the scenario in the script. It’s ramping up 
the tension to new heights, and making me wetter than | 
thought possible. 


“You don’t want to sleep, Amber,” Flynn growls. “You want 
me to beg to stay.” 


| don’t need to glance at the script to know what the next 
line is. | raise my eyebrows, feeling completely in the body 
of Amber. “So why don’t you beg, honey?” 


The growl that emits from Flynn sounds so primal that it 
makes warmth pool between my legs. | want him so badly, 
but not yet. Not until the script tells us to. It’s a beautiful 
kind of torture. | stare into his eyes as he remains in 
character 


“Amber...Amber, please. Let’s do this...one more time.” 


“Why should I? Why would I choose to stay with you, when | 
can have any man in this city?” | ask. And part of me is 
waiting for the answer. It’s a question | want him to answer 
in the reverse. | want to know why a man like him would 
want a woman like me. | can see the lust in his eyes. | know 
I’m not imagining it, and | know it’s not an act. 


“Because | give it to you better,” he whispers. “Because I’m 
a craving you can’t satisfy. | might be desperate for you...but 


| Know you’re desperate for me too.” 


I'm breathing hard, waiting for him to make the next move. | 
know what it is. | Know how this scene is supposed to end. 
He reaches out to cup my cheek, clutching my face hard in 
his hand. 


And then, he leans in and kisses me. 


CHAPTER 5 


Flynn 


Kissing her is such a relief. It’s a release of the tension in my 
shoulders. It’s a confirmation that everything we’ve been 
sharing wasn’t just in my head. | know now that this 
chemistry is real. Because the second our lips touched, my 
whole body felt like it was being set alight. 


| growl against her lips and hold her close. | let my body sink 
down on top of hers. My hard cock pushes against her pussy 
and she gasps, wrapping her arms around my neck and 
intensifying the kiss. Her tongue slides into my mouth and | 
moan in pleasure. She seems to know what she’s doing, and 
| like where this is going. 


| let go of her face and grasp at her breasts roughly. Her 
Curvaceous body is luscious and tempting. She doesn’t feel 
as breakable as | expected with her soft personality. She 
feels ready for this, and she presses her body even closer to 
mine. My dick is throbbing and | push it even harder against 
her. | want her so badly. | want to be inside her. But there’s 
plenty of time. Now that she’s given me a sign, | can have 
her whenever the fuck | want. 


| tear at the ties of her robe, pulling them to expose her 
body. Her push up bra accentuates the size of her tits and | 
bury my face between them, kissing the soft skin on her 
chest. She’s shaking beneath me, moaning with every touch 
| give her. She grips my hair as | move down her body and | 
assume it’s to keep me in place, but then she pulls me away 
from her body. | stare at her in confusion. 


“You okay?” 


She takes a shuddering deep breath. “We...we shouldn’t be 
doing this. My father...he’d be heartbroken if he knew what 
we're doing right now.” 


| smile, leaning in to kiss her stomach. “So...you want me to 
stop?” 


She doesn’t respond, watching me plant kisses on her skin. | 
grip her hips with my hands and run my tongue over a 
nipple that’s slipped free from her bra. She gasps again, 
closing her eyes. 


“We shouldn’t...we’ll cause ourselves so much trouble.” 


“You're worth a little trouble,” | growl. The primal animal 
inside me just wants to fuck her. It’s hard enough holding 
back without her putting doubt in both our heads. We both 
know this is inevitable between us. This is meant to happen, 
and we shouldn’t fight it. There’s a reason we’re being 
pulled toward each other over and over. 


This feels right, even if it’s wrong. 


She nervously allows me to continue kissing her body. It 
feels slow in pace, but just being able to touch her is enough 
for me right now. I can tell she wants to do this, despite her 
anxiety about the situation, and the fact that she wants me 
back has me hard as a rock. | wish she’d let me do more, but 
patience is a virtue. If I rile her up enough, | know she'll let 
me get the sweet release we’ve both been craving. 


| slowly move lower down her body. | use my hands to hook 
her legs over my shoulders, putting me firmly between her 
legs. | can feel the heat radiating from her pussy and | sense 
how wet she is. Her body is begging for me, but her words 
tell another story. 


“Flynn...” she whispers, but I can tell she’s at my mercy. She 
wants this so badly. | can see it in her eyes. | hook my teeth 
on the top of her panties and drag them down her legs, 


revealing her to me. | growl in anticipation. | want to taste 
her. | want to make her mine. 


“Don’t fight it, Lexi,” I tell her. “If we never do this...you 
know we'll regret this. Do you want me?” 


“Yes,” she gasps as my face moves closer to her. | lick my 
lips, holding her trembling legs still in their position on my 
shoulders. 


“Then let me give you everything,” | murmur. Then, | bury 
my face between her legs. She gasps as | slowly run my 
tongue over her sweet spot. I do it several times, tasting her 
arousal on my tongue. Then, when she doesn’t protest, | 
begin to work up a rhythm between her legs. She gasps 
loudly, gripping my hair and pulling me in closer. | can’t 
complain one bit. My cock is throbbing, desperate for a piece 
of the action, but right now, | want to focus on her. | want to 
make her feel good. | want her to call out my name as | make 
her cum. l’d happily do this all night long just to hear her 
Say my name once. | circle her clit with my tongue and she 
moans deeply, grinding against my face involuntarily. She’s 
barely in control of herself, and | like it. It’s good seeing her 
finally let go with me. And if | get my way, l'Il loosen her up 
even more by the end of the night. 


| withdraw from her and she looks disappointed, but when | 
replace my tongue with my fingers, she moans again. She’s 
wet enough that it’s easy for me to slide two fingers inside 
her and I gently move inside her, building up to her first big 
release. She gasps as | crawl on top of her, still pleasuring 
her between her legs as | kiss her. Her breath is warm on my 
lips and | can feel the rise and fall of her breasts against my 
chest. Her eyes flicker open and we keep eye contact as she 
lets out tiny gasps with every thrust of my fingers. 


| see the moment when she climaxes clearly. Her eyes widen 
and she lets out a loud gasp, bucking against my hand as 
she reaches her big finale. | groan happily, feeling her 


wetness coating my fingers. She leans up to kiss me and | 
continue to thrust my fingers inside her. | don’t plan to stop 
at her orgasming once. l'Il go all night if | have to. And at the 
end, l'Il finally let myself have my release. 


Or at least, that’s my plan. But right now, in this 
compromising position, | hear something that worries me. 


Someone is coming this way. 


Lexi 


I’ve just experienced true magic. My legs are still shaking 
from the orgasm Flynn just gave me. I’m out of breath, but | 
was fully willing to go again...except now | can hear 
someone coming this way, and it can only be one person. 


My father. 


I’m panicking as | pull my robe back over my naked body. He 
can’t see us like this. This is exactly what | was afraid of 
when | allowed Flynn into my room. If he catches us 
together, he might never forgive us. 


| glance at Flynn in panic, but he seems much calmer than | 
do. He gathers up his things and winks at me before heading 
over to my closet and hiding inside. When the door is shut, it 
seems like there’s no evidence he was ever here. But his 
smell lingers on my sheets, and my body is still responding 
to the things he did to me. 


| can barely believe what just happened. But | don’t have 
time to process it right now. I can tell from my father’s 
footsteps that he’s heading toward my room. | slide under 
my duvet for the first time, allowing the cool sheets to shock 
my system. It’s almost the equivalent of a cold shower, but it 


doesn’t prevent the incessant throbbing between my legs, or 
the agony of having to leave off where we did. 


| hear a knock on the door, but my father doesn’t wait for me 
to respond before he opens the door. He stumbles in with a 
goofy smile on his face. 


“It’s way past your bedtime, darling,” he says, grinning at 
his own joke. “What are you doing up so late?” 


“| guess I couldn’t sleep,” | say softly, glancing nervously at 
the closet. It feels like a million things could go wrong right 
now, and | desperately want for him to leave, but | know he 
gets sentimental when he’s drunk. He probably wants some 
reassurance before he leaves. 


He sits down on the edge of my bed, oblivious to the erotic 
acts that just unfolded here. | hold my breath, feeling light- 
headed. The effects of Flynn and his tongue on my pussy 
haven’t worn off yet, and I’m a strange mix of euphoric and 
extremely anxious. As my father pats my arm in a fatherly 
manner, | can’t help feeling a little guilty too. What | did 
tonight was a complete betrayal of his unspoken trust, and 
God knows he’s had enough betrayal lately. 


“Did you have a good time tonight?” | ask. | need to fill the 
silence before he notices that someone else is present in the 
room. My father nods. 


“Yeah...it’s been a long time since | hit the town that hard,” 
he says with a chuckle. “And it was nice to spend time with 
Flynn...he’s so busy with work that we rarely get to hang 
out.” 


The mention of Flynn makes my skin tingle. | wonder if he 
can hear our hushed conversation from inside the closet. 
The whole situation is ridiculous...| feel like a teenager 
hiding him in the closet...but the alternative isn’t something 
| want to entertain. | force a smile for my Dad. 


“Well...| guess this week is going to allow you a lot of time 
together. That’s got to be a good thing, right?” 


He smiles dopily. “Well, sure. It’s always good to see him. But 
| guess I’m going to have a lot more time on my hands now, 
considering that I’m no longer with your mother.” 


My heart aches for him. | can’t imagine what it must be like 
to love someone for over twenty years, only to discover that 
they’re out finding happiness with someone else. Something 
tells me that if | stick with Flynn, he’d never do that to me, 
but | guess my father thought the same. His trust has clearly 
been misplaced more than once. And | know now that he 
came here to talk about her. 


“Dad...| know she let you down a lot. | know that you feel like 
the whole marriage was a waste of time. But you had a lot of 
happy years together.” 


“Of course we did. We had you together,” he says with a 
smile, patting my arm again. “And that’s worth all ofthe 
heartbreak of course...you’ve always been the best thing 
that ever happened to me, Lexi. Nothing can take you away 
from me now...and | know I can always rely on you. That’s 
something that won’t ever change.” 


My heart skips a beat. | feel a little nauseous. If he knew 
what | did tonight, he’d probably disown me. If | was dating 
a man double my age, he’d be dubious anyway. The fact that 
I’m lusting after his best friend just makes the situation ten 
times worse. | swallow the lump in my throat. 


“Of course, Dad...we’ve got each other.” 


He leans in to kiss my forehead. “Alright, darling. That’s all | 
wanted to hear. | think l'Il sleep well now.” 


He rises from my bed and heads for the door. He looks back 
at me once, affection filling his gaze. As the door closes, so 
do my eyes, and | allow the reality of what I’ve done to rush 


over me. This was a mistake. Following my heart was such a 
selfish thing to do...how could | when I know how much it 
would affect my father? He’s been through enough without 
being betrayed by me too. 


A few minutes pass in silence before Flynn peeps out of the 
closet. He’s grinning to himself and | can see that he doesn’t 
understand what’s going through my head right now. He’s 
much more willing to play with fire. And as much as I want to 
dance in the flames with him, | know that it’s not us that will 
come out burned. 


Flynn sneaks across the room to capture my lips with his. | 
sigh into his touch, even as guilt stabs at my heart. | have to 
have this final kiss. | have to savor the feeling, because I’ve 
already made my decision. 


| can’t do this to Dad again. | have to put his heart above 
mine. 


This is the last kiss Flynn and | will share. 


CHAPTER 6 


Flynn 


| woke this morning hard as a rock. Last night was risky as 
hell, but for me, it almost added to the feverish excitement 
of it all. Knowing we could’ve been caught was scary for 
sure, but at the same time, it was entirely worth it to bury 
my face between Lexi’s legs, to taste her, to touch every 
inch of her smooth skin. And now, | know what | want next. 


| want to fuck her tonight. This constant erection is getting 
to be painful. | have to relieve the tension that’s been 
building up inside me. We might have to be more careful 
about it this time, but whatever happens, tonight is the 
night. | could tell by her responsiveness last night that she’s 
craving my body the way I’m craving hers. Tonight, I’m 
going to show her just how much | want her. Tonight, 
everything will fall into place. 


| know that the future is hazy when it comes to her. | know 
we can’t just stroll down the street hand in hand without if 
being a problem. I’m a public figure, and if anyone catches 
wind of our romance, it'll be all over the internet. We can’t 
ever let her father know, at least not until things are more 
solid between us. But she’s not just a want for me. She’s a 
need. Touching her gives me a Satisfaction that extends 
beyond sex. | want to have her in my bed every single night. 
| want to fuck her until the early hours of the morning. | want 
to savor being inside her tight little pussy. Last night wasn’t 
enough. I’m not even sure that sex will be enough. While it’s 
happening, | have everything I want. But as | slipped out of 
her room last night, | felt some kind of withdrawal from her 
body right away. 


What the fuck is wrong with me? I’ve never been this way 
before. | don’t know what it’s like to want to stay with a 
woman in the long term. I’ve never been in love. The only 
marriage I’ve experienced is that of my relationship with my 
work. All my life, I’ve put that first. But now that | want 
something more, it’s hard to understand how | didn’t feel the 
absence of her this whole time. It’s like a hole in my heart, 
and | need her to fill it. 


| need a distraction today, so | head downstairs and decide 
to make a large breakfast for my guests. Since Lexi is 
interested in cooking, | guess it’ll impress her to see me 
slaving over a stove for her. The idea that it might make her 
happy fuels me, and by the time Eddie comes downstairs, 
I’ve almost prepared a whole spread. He rubs his hands 
together and smacks his lips. 


“Mmm. Exactly what | need to cure me of my hangover,” he 
says. “But you’ve made a lot for two people.” 


| frown. “There’s three of us.” 


“Lexi didn’t tell you? She’s headed out early today. She said 
she won't be back until late.” 


“Where has she gone?” 


Eddie shrugs like it’s not important and it fills me with 
annoyance. Why is he acting so cool about this? | turn back 
to the frying pan, glaring at it in annoyance. It’s suddenly 
clear to me what’s happening. She’s avoiding me. But why? 
Last night was incredible. | know she felt good after it. Even 
that last kiss we shared before | headed to my own room was 
like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. So how can she 
just walk away from this before we’ve even gotten started? 


“It'll be nice to have some time just the two of us, right?” 
Eddie says, clapping a hand on my back and making me 
jump. “There’s a game on later, right?” 


“| don’t want to watch the fucking game,” | growl. Eddie 
blinks at me in surprise, and no wonder. I’ve never been 
sharp with him before. In fact, in our entire friendship, he’s 
never pissed me off before. But now, he’s the one thing 
standing between me and Lexi. He’s the reason she’s bailed 
out this morning. | can tell that the chat they had last night 
has shaken her. Now, | have to accept the fact that I’m 
spending an entire day without her. 


“What’s with you?” Eddie asks sharply. “I was just being 
friendly.” 


| sigh, shaking my head. It’s so unlike me to lose my cool 
with anyone. Now, in the space of twenty-four hours, I’ve 
gotten into a physical altercation with a stranger and 
shouted at my best friend for no reason. Fuck, I’m in too 
deep already. 


“Sorry...l’ve just got woman problems on my mind.” 


Eddie’s eyes light up. “You mean you’re seeing someone? 
I’ve never known you to date...and God knows there’s 
women throwing themselves at you left, right and center. 
She must be a pretty special woman.” 


“She is,” | growl, feeling my fury rise inside me again. | know 
it’s not Eddie’s fault, and it’s completely irrational to blame 
him for my predicament right now, but the part of me that’s 
becoming obsessed with Lexi is desperate to land the blame 
on him for not being able to have what | want. She’s my 
woman and yet I’m fully aware that she’s out of my reach. 


But | have to keep a lid on my anger. Making things sour 
between me and Eddie isn’t going to make things better 
with Lexi. | ask Eddie to set the table for me as | dish out our 
huge breakfasts, and | try not to be bitter about the fact that 
Lexi is missing it. As we sit down at the table, I’m praying 
Eddie will change the subject to anything at all so that we 


don’t have to discuss his daughter inadvertently. As he tucks 
in to his food, he has a secretive smile on his face. 


“You know, I’ve been thinking a lot about Thanksgiving,” he 
tells me. “And this year, | thought | wouldn’t have anything 
to be thankful for. In previous years, I’ve always put my wife 
at the top of things I’m thankful for. But that’s very different 
this year.” 


“I’m sorry.” 


“No, this is a positive thing, | swear,” Eddie says cheerfully. 
“It’s made me realize a few things. It’s made me realize how 
important other people in your family are. The ones who love 
you unconditionally. Like my daughter, of course. And then 
there’s friendships...ours has lasted almost as long as my 
marriage did. And that’s something, right? That’s 
important.” 


| stare at Eddie. | care about the man a lot, but right now, I’m 
struggling to find a part of me that feels any affection for 
him. I’ve got tunnel vision...he’s the one obstacle | need to 
overcome to get what | want. Why did | have to fall for his 
daughter? Why do I have to want something unattainable? | 
grip my cutlery harder, wishing | could push past this anger 
and forget her, but | know that’s not likely any time soon. 


“Sure. It’s important.” 


“And now I’m thinking about you and this woman you’re 
interested in...and | envy the place you’re in at the moment. 
The point where everything is special. Even your arguments 
matter a lot because you care so damn much about 
resolving them. But I’m thankful that you’re getting your 
chance at it all. Thankful that | might get this chance 
again...there’s a lot to be thankful for, | guess.” 


| sigh. Eddie’s got such a good heart. It seems ridiculous to 
be so angry at him right now when he’s actually telling me 
that he’s thankful for my happiness. But | know that would 


change if he knew who was causing my happiness, | don’t 
think he’d be so damn cheerful right now. 


What am | thankful for? Probably the fact that he hasn’t got 
a clue what’s going on. 


“Hey man, is this really getting you down? I can see that 
something’s up,” Eddie says with a concerned frown. | shrug 
awkwardly and he sighs sympathetically at me. 


“| won’t pry too much, man. | know you don’t like to share 
details of your personal life, unlike me, the massive 
blabbermouth...but whatever’s going on, whatever issue it is 
that you have to overcome...just push through it, man. You 
only live once, after all. If you really want something, you 
just have to reach out and grab it. Forget the consequences. 
We're not getting any younger...if we waste this time we 
have now, we'll regret it when we're old, right? | mean, | wish 
I'd done more to keep my wife...but now | have to live with 
the fact that | didn’t. So | don’t want you to make that same 
mistake.” 


| glance up at Eddie. His eyes are full of kindness, and it 
occurs to me how similar Lexi is to her father. The qualities 
they have make them good people. While I’m sitting here 
hating his guts for holding me back, he’s rooting for me. So 
where the hell do | go from here? 


If | follow his advice, l'Il still be betraying him. And yet, l'Il be 
honoring the advice he’s given me. | know I’m twisting his 
words. He didn’t give me permission to sleep with his 
daughter. But he told me to get what | want...and | want her 
more than anything in the fucking world. | have to have 
her...and now, he’s given me a reason not to feel guilty 
about it. 


“Thanks, man,” | tell him with a smile. “I guess l'Il dive in 
head-first.” 


Lexi 


I’ve never had such an exhausting day. I’ve spent the whole 
day in town trying to find things to do to distract myself. I’ve 
walked for miles in a daze, even though it’s cold out today. 
I’ve tried to find comfort in the holiday spirit. But | can’t do 
it. Thanksgiving might be on the way, but I’ve been dealt a 
blow that I’m not sure | can cope with. 


I’m falling for Flynn. That’s a given. It’s been quick and 
unexpected and more painful than | ever could have 
imagined. Now that I’ve had a taste of what it’s like to be 
with him, I’m desperate to take it all the way. 


But my father means so much to me. | don’t want to see him 
hurt. | don’t want to be the reason he’s unhappy. And I’ve 
thought a lot about that today. Despite the pain it’s causing 
me to be away from Flynn, | don’t want to transfer these 
feelings to Dad. | wouldn’t wish these emotions on my worst 
enemy. 


And yet, | feel like | deserve my slice of happiness. I’m not 
saying that I’ve had a tough life, but | guess it’s been lonely. 
I’ve never known what it’s like to fall in love with a man. All 
my friends are in relationships, and they’ve always 
questioned what I’m waiting for. Well, | was waiting for this. | 
was waiting for a kind of attraction that keeps me up at 
night, and | spent all of last night thinking of him. I’ve been 
waiting for a man that makes me want to leave the single 
life behind, and honestly, Flynn has made me feel more in 
two days than anyone else ever has. 


It seems impossible. | never would’ve predicted this 
scenario. But now that I’m stuck in it, | have to face the 
facts. | have to choose between the happiness of my father 
or myself. 


| trudge back up to Flynn’s house as darkness falls, feeling 
torn. As | see the house, | see a future that I’d love. In the 
windows, | see visions of our future family. Of our kids 
playing in the living room, or of me cooking in the kitchen 
while Flynn kisses my neck from behind. | imagine all of the 
nights we’d spend fumbling around underneath the sheets. | 
find that I’m wet just at the thought. Flynn is driving me wild 
with desire, and if | don’t take a chance with him now, 
maybe l'Il never truly know the meaning of happiness. 


| wish | wanted a man of my own age. | wish | could find it in 
me to date someone that my father would be proud of. | 
want to introduce my man to him and have them bond over 
sports and their love of me. But it looks like that future is 
unattainable now. There’s no other man that comes close to 
Flynn. He’s the only man for me, and it’s time to accept that 
l'Il either have him forever or have to live alone without him. 


| have no idea what this means to Flynn. Maybe I’m just 
another notch on his bedpost. Maybe he’s had a thousand 
women and plans to have a thousand more. | might get too 
attached and break my own heart by the end of this week 
when we both realize that this can’t last. But right now, | 
can’t find it in me to care. | want him, and he wants me. And 
since I’m already falling down the rabbit hole, | guess | 
might as well go with it. 


As | enter the house, | can hear my father and Flynn talking 
in the living room. | creep upstairs, hoping they won’t notice 
me. | have to compose myself in case Flynn decides to visit 
me tonight. | change out of my day clothes and slip into my 
robe again, feeling a sense of deja vu. Once again, I’m 
waiting for Flynn to make a move. Once again, I’m going to 
be completely at his mercy. 


| wait for what seems like hours. | hear my father heading to 
bed, and | smile widely at him when he pops his head 
around the door to say goodnight to me. But the second he 


leaves, my nerves kick in again. | position myself on the bed 
and wait for Flynn to arrive. 


An hour passes. I’m starting to think he won’t come. Maybe | 
scared him away with my disappearing act today. Maybe 
he’s realized what a terrible idea this is. But sure enough, 
like two magnets pulling together, | hear him coming up the 
stairs, and | know I’m drawing him in without saying or 
doing a thing. 


He pauses outside my room and | hold my breath. His knock 
is quiet, but it still sends a rush through my heart. | want to 
open the door and throw myself at him, but I tell myself to 

stay calm as | walk slowly to open it. | have to be composed. 


And yet, the second | see him, my heart melts. | feel an 
urging inside me. He’s standing tall, his imposing figure 
even more attractive than | remember it being. It’s been an 
entire day since | got to lay my eyes on him last, and being 
here with him now feels like coming home. | glance up at 
him, trying to control my breathing. He doesn’t move, but a 
growl forms in his throat, sending my body into overdrive. 


“Do you...do you want to do this?” | ask him tentatively. | 
can’t believe my own bravery, but he brings out the reckless 
side of me. His lips curve upward into the sexiest smile I’ve 
ever seen. 


“More than anything.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Flynn 


| think it’s going to be impossible to control myself tonight. 
Now that she’s given me permission to make her mine, I’m 
going to live out these dirty fantasies that have been 
clouding my mind since she arrived. | grab her and kiss her 
hard, shutting and locking the door behind us. | don’t want 
to have a repeat incident of last night. Tonight, nothing is 
going to stand in the way of me and my woman. 


There's no time to waste. | need to see her sexy body. | pull 
at her robe ties and reveal her gorgeous breasts. | grab her 
ass as | kiss her again, feeling how peachy it is. She’s got the 
most incredible body. | want to kiss her all over. | want to 
explore every single inch of her skin. | want her to gasp and 
moan as | show her how her body should be worshipped. We 
have time tonight, and I’m not planning to waste a second of 
it. 

| push her backward, shrugging the silk robe from her 
shoulders and letting it fall to the floor as she collapses on 
the bed. She looks up at me with a sultry gaze, so much 
more confident than she was during our first encounter. As | 
feel up her breasts roughly, she undoes my belt and pulls 
out my cock. | growl as she begins to work it with her hands 
expertly. It feels so intimate to have someone touching me 
this way that I can’t help showing how good it feels with my 
groans. 


She sits up and moves off the bed, sinking to her knees in 
front of me. | pull off my t-shirt and grab her hair in 
anticipation, realizing what she’s about to do in seconds. 
She looks a little nervous as her lips close around the tip of 


my cock for the first time. | groan loudly. | know we need to 
be careful to avoid getting caught, but it feels so damn good 
to have her touching me that | can’t help it. This incredibly 
sexy woman is about to show me the time of my life, and | 
can’t help feeling excited about what she’s going to show 
me. 


She takes me deeper in her mouth and | grasp her hair hard. 
I'm worried she won’t take to me being rough with her for a 
moment, but then she groans in happiness, her lips buzzing 
as she does and sending an incredible sensation over my 
dick. | thrust myself into her mouth, wanting to feel the 
moment it hits the back of her throat, but | go easy at first. | 
thrust in her mouth several times and she moans again, 
using her hand to help as she sucks me off noisily. Within a 
few minutes, I’m practically fucking her mouth, getting 
deeper and deeper into her mouth. Her wet tongue feels so 
good on me and the sound of her pleasured moaning turns 
me on even more. 


| grunt as | reach a higher level of pleasure. If I’m not careful, 
I'm going to cum in her pretty little mouth before | get a 
chance to fuck her for real. As good as this feels, | need to 
know what it’s like to be inside her for real. I’m desperate to 
dominate her in an even more intimate manner, hearing her 
cry out as | go deep inside her. | want her to experience the 
level of pleasure | am right now. But not before | have a little 
more fun with her. 


| push her away from me, stepping out of my jeans and 
boxers to leave me fully naked. She’s staring at me now...or 
more specifically at my cock. It’s like she’s only just realizing 
how big | am. | growl in anticipation. | can’t wait to sink my 
dick inside her. But first, she needs to get on my level. | 
don’t want her to think I’m selfishly taking from her when 
I’ve yet to show her what I can do to pleasure her. 


| pull her to her feet by her hand and then bend her over the 
bed. She seems a little shocked at first, but she doesn’t 
protest. | guess she’s still a little nervous. She’s still wearing 
her underwear, | need to do something about that right now. 
| unclasp her bra and it falls away from her body. She throws 
it to one side as | get to work on her panties, yanking them 
down around her knees. | growl as | see her beautifully wet 
pussy. She’s clean shaven, which turns me on even more. It 
gives me a real good look at what she has to offer. | kneel 
down, kissing her in places that make her squirm with 
pleasure. | work up from the back of her ankles to the back 
of her knees, until soon enough, I’m close enough to bury 
my face between her legs. | taste her again with a horny 
growl. Her wetness is intoxicating, and it pairs perfectly with 
her nervous moaning and trembling legs. | allow my hands 
to explore her ass as | let my tongue do the work on her 
pussy. She gasps, looking back at me from where her face is 
pressed into the bed. She looks well and truly under my 
control, and it’s hot as fuck. 


Now that she’s sopping wet, | know | can fuck her if | want, 
but | want to hold back for a while. | don’t want this all to be 
over so fast. So as I stand up, | enter her with three of my 
fingers. She gasps loudly. | can feel how tight she is and it 
makes me growl. It’s so sexy knowing that when | put my 
cock in her, she’s going to feel so tight around my dick. | 
work up a rhythm, hard and fast and she moans, backing her 
ass up against my hand so that | get deeper inside her 
pussy. Damn, it feel so dirty that | could cum right now. But 
I’m enjoying hearing her moan so much that it’s almost as 
good. | take my free hand and slap her ass, leaving a red 
mark on her skin. She bucks in surprise, but | can tell from 
her gasp that it feels good. | do it again in the same spot and 
her guttural moan is so sexy that I can’t bring myself to stop. 


“You like being spanked, hmm? You're so dirty, babe” 


“| love it,” Lexi breathes, her curvaceous body shuddering 
under my touch. “I’m so close...” 


| don’t need any further encouragement to give it to her 
harder. | thrust my fingers deeper inside her, working her clit 
with my thumb as | gear up to spank her again. This time, 
when my hand slaps on her ass, | hear her gasp louder than 
ever before. 


“Flynn...” she moans as she coats my fingers with her 
arousal. | know she’s reached her first orgasm. She relaxes 
into the bed as she breathes heavily, trying to compose 
herself. | growl. 


“It’s not over yet, baby. No where near...I’m going to make 
you cum until your legs are weak. I’m going to fuck you until 
you can’t walk. You want that? You want me to show you 
what pleasure really is?” 


Lexi gasps, trembling as | grab her hips. My throbbing 
member is so close to her entrance that | can almost feel the 
sweet sensation of being inside her. | slap her ass again for 
good measure and she moans delightfully. It sounds so good 
that | almost blow my load right away. 


| position myself, ready to fuck her hard and fast, but she 
turns around to face me, lying on her back on the bed. Her 
eyes seem wide and innocent as she looks up at me, and I’m 
worried she’s about to turn me down. | can’t help being 
distracted by her luscious tits...her nipples are standing at 
attention, begging to be touched...there’s so much | still 
want to do with her. But she sits up, still panting, but looking 
anxious. 


“You okay? It’s fine, I’m sure no one heard us” | tell her, 
though of course the one person who might hear is the worst 
possible person to be caught out by. She shakes her head at 
me. 


“No, it’s not that...it’s just that | have to tell you something 
before we continue...you might find it a bit odd...but I just 
want to be honest with you.” 


| grown, confused by her sudden confession. What could 
possibly be so important that she has to stop us right in the 
middle of us coming together? Everything was going so well. 


Does she have a boyfriend? Is she cheating on someone? Is 
there something else that | haven’t thought of that could be 
wrong? My mind is whirling with questions. She bites her lip 
and even though she looks incredibly sexy doing it, | take a 
reluctant step back. 


“What is it?” 


Lexi takes a deep breath. “I don’t know how to say this...| 
feel stupid.” 


“Lexi...whatever it is, I’m sure it’s fine. Just tell me so | don’t 
have to deal with this suspense.” 


She bites her lip harder. | wish | could reassure her with a 
kiss, but | still don’t know what she’s about to say. She takes 
a deep breath. 


“Flynn...l'm a virgin.” 


Lexi 


Flynn is looking at me like I’m crazy. | hold my breath. Did | 
make a mistake by telling him? Is it weird to be at the age of 
twenty and never have had sex? Is it going to put him off? 
From his expression, I’m worried I’ve ruined everything. | 
should’ve just kept my mouth shut and let him take me. So 
what if he takes my virginity? Does it have to be a big deal? 
| want it...he wants it...or at least he did, before my 
confession. 


| scan his body, looking for some kind of evidence that he’s 
okay about this. His cock is still hard, the large appendage 
standing at attention. He’s still turned on...for now. I’m so 
terrified that I’ve screwed this up now that I think maybe | 
should just walk away. But | hold my nerve because | don’t 
want to give up on him. | want him so badly. | want him to 
take my virginity. | just felt like | had to tell him what he was 
getting himself in for first. 


“Flynn?” | ask meekly. “I’m sorry | didn’t tell you before...I 
know it’s probably a bit of a shock. But | guess | felt like you 
had a right to know...| understand if you feel weird about 
having sex now...but | really want this...and | hope you do 
too.” 


Flynn is breathing hard, his chiselled chest noticeably rising 
and falling. | can’t tell if he’s angry or aroused until a smile 
Spreads across his face and his eyes scan my body with 
noticeable lust. 


“Lexi...that’s the hottest thing, | swear to God.” 
| blink dumbly several times. “Huh? Really?” 


He takes a step toward me again, leaning in to kiss my lips 
gently. 


“This means everything,” he growls as he bites my lower lip 
sexily. “It means | can make you mine and only mine...you’ve 
never belonged to another man...and you can be mine 
forever. Damn, Lexi...| can’t think of anything better than 
this. | can’t believe | didn’t know this...God, you’ve got me 
so fucking horny now. Please let me fuck you now...let me 
take your virginity. | need this so much.” 


I’m still completely shocked about how much he’s attracted 
to this idea. | never expected him to be turned on...but now 
it makes total sense. And now that he mentions it, | love the 
idea of being his. It’s what I’ve wanted from the start. | want 
him to be my first...and my last. | knew | wanted him to take 


my virginity and now he wants it as much as I do. | lean in to 
kiss him again, feeling more confident. | feel his body 
responding to my touch. His cock presses against my breasts 
from the unusual position we’re in. After having his huge 
dick in my mouth I’m naturally a little nervous about him 
penetrating me for real...l’ve heard that it can hurt...but | 
want it all the same. This is the moment I’ve been waiting 
for, and I’m not going to back out just because I’m a little 
nervous. | know it’s only natural...and it'll pay off when | feel 
him inside me. 


Flynn pushes me back on the bed again and lies down 
beside me. He turns me on my side so I can feel his cock 
against my ass. In a moment of tenderness, he strokes a 
hand over my breasts, his chest against my back and his lips 
against my neck. His hand moves to my thigh and he tugs 
my leg up toward my chest, my knee slightly bent. 


“If l’d known you were a virgin...| would’ve gone easier on 
you,” he murmurs in my ear, sending a shudder down my 
spine. | gasp in pleasure. Even just the feel of his breath on 
my skin is enough to excite me. 


“No, | liked it...l don’t mind you being a little rough...” 


“That’s what I like to hear...” he whispers, nibbling on my 
ear. “I’m going to fuck you now and show you heaven...are 
you ready?” 


“Yes,” | gasp. He trails a teasing finger from my breasts down 
to my pubic bone. 


“Are you sure? Because | can wait for you to be ready,” he 
murmurs, but there’s a teasing tone to his voice. He knows | 
want it. I’m trembling with excitement. | press my back up 
against his chest, feeling his cock nudging against my ass 
again. 


“| want it...do it, Flynn.” 


“Say please...” he teases me, moving his hand between my 
legs and circling my clit tantalizingly. | moan loudly. 


“Please, Flynn...please.” 


“| don’t think you want it enough.” he growls. The 
movement of his finger on my most sensitive spot is so slow 
that it’s almost like torture. | gasp. 


“I do... really do...| need it...” 


“Yeah you do, baby.” he growls. “Alright...let me give you 
what you want.” 


His fingers are wet as they moves up to pinch my nipple. | 
feel his cock nudging my entrance and hold my breath 
anxiously. | need this so bad, but | have no idea how it will 
feel. Still, lve never wanted anything more and as he enters 
me for the first time, | let out a gasp like no other. It feels so 
good as he pushes inside me, and hearing his grunt in my 
ear makes the whole thing even hotter. He pushes inside me 
over and over, grasping my breasts in his hands and kissing 
my back. It’s an assault on my senses and I’m loving it. | 
never expected it to feel so good having someone kiss my 
back, but it totally adds to the whole thing. And while | 
never imagined my first time to be as much like cuddling as 
it’s like sex, it feels so nice. This spooning position is hotter 
than | ever could’ve predicted and as he starts moving 
harder and faster, | can’t help the groans that his thrusting 
forces out of me. Each time, his cock goes a little deeper and 
| close my eyes in ecstasy. 


| know I can’t last long while he’s doing this to me. Each 
move he makes gets me closer and closer to the edge of 
another orgasm. My pussy is throbbing with need. It hurts a 
tiny bit, but after a while, the feeling is blanketed by the 
pleasure. I’m being so loud that | know we could definitely 
get caught, but | can’t help it. | always imagined that I’d be 
able to keep a lid on the noises | make. In the movies, 


women are so loud that I’ve always assumed it to be fake, 
but with the way he’s fucking me, he’s making me moan like 
| have nothing to lose by crying out and losing control. 


| can feel myself close to my orgasm, and | sense that 
Flynn’s close too. He’s grunting sexily in my ear like some 
caveman, and | love it. | love hearing that he’s aroused too. 
It keeps me in the moment, even though | can’t see his face. 
His hands continue to explore my body, making me shudder 
in delight as he shows me levels to my pleasure that | never 
expected to achieve. 


“| want to cum inside you,” he growls in my ear, and my 
whole body heats up. It’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard. | 


gasp. 
“Do it,” | whisper. “Please...do it.” 


“l'm going to fill your tight little pussy with my 
cum...right...now...” he growls. And then, with one final 
thrust, | reach my second orgasm, crying out as dizziness 
takes over me. He grunts one last time and | feel him cum 
inside me. It’s such a strange new sensation, but | love it. 
Even as I’m still riding the high of the moment, | want him to 
do it again. | want him to do it to me every day for the rest of 
my life. He pulls me close, kissing my skin as he’s still inside 
me. I’m breathing hard, wondering what the hell just 
happened. Reality hits me like a tonne of bricks...| just lost 
my virginity. And not just that...| lost it to a man twice my 
age. | lost it to my Dad’s best friend. 


And | don’t regret it one bit. 


CHAPTER 8 


Flynn 


Thanksgiving is tomorrow, and last night gave me plenty of 
reasons to be thankful. I’m thankful for the sexy curves of 
Lexi’s body. I’m thankful for her virginity and the fact that | 
got to take it as | made her mine for real. I’m thankful for the 
way her body responded to mine in the darkness of her 
bedroom. And most of all, I’m thankful that we both gave 
this a second chance. 


| thought for a moment that we were over. | was trying to 
prepare myself for how much it was going to hurt to let her 
go so soon. But now, | know that there’s no going back. 
When we fucked last night, we committed to something 
unspoken. We committed to our feelings, despite the 
consequences. Now, we have to accept that whatever comes 
next, we’ve invited the results of our intimacy. Still, | happen 
to think that Lexi is completely worth anything that goes 
wrong now. 


It’s hard keeping my cool at breakfast today. Lexi keeps 
sneaking glances at me and | don’t think it’s escaped 
Eddie’s notice. He’s in a very solemn mood this morning and 
keeps glancing between the two of us. 


“Are you guys alright? You’re both being very quiet.” 


“I'm just tired, Dad,” Lexi shrugs with a smile. “I'll feel better 
after some breakfast.” 


“Well, | hope so.” Eddie turns to me. “We have a tradition 
where we always go on a long walk the day before 
Thanksgiving...| think it helps to give a clear headspace and 


think about what we’re grateful for. What do you think? Do 
you want to come with us?” 


How could | possibly turn down the chance of more time with 
Lexi? She smiles at me and | feel my cock harden in my 
pants. Sure, it’s going to be hard being around both of them 
at the same time. It’s uncomfortable enough at this 
breakfast. But | love the idea of letting her walk ahead so 
that | can see her sexy hips and ass swaying as she walks. 
It’s got me hot under the collar just thinking about it. 


“Sure, l’d like that. | have to be back relatively early, though, 
to make preparations for tomorrow.” It’s not a complete lie. | 
have a few last minute preparations to make. But really, I’m 
hoping that Eddie will head to bed early and give me some 
time with Lexi. The time she’s been here has seemed 
fleeting, and | want as much time alone with her as | can 
get. 


Eddie nods in agreement as he sips his coffee. “Fine. Let’s 
get going as soon as possible then. | want to walk off all this 
food I’ve been eating.” 


Half an hour later, we’re all piling out of the house in our 
walking gear. | can’t help staring at Lexi in her sexy little 
outfit. She’s wearing sports leggings that hug her curves 
and a tight fitting hoodie that cuts off just above her 
stomach. It’s a treat for me, to be sure. As she starts to follow 
her father down the driveway, | get a good look at her 
shapely ass. I’m hard as a rock and already regretting 
leaving the house when I could be at home fucking her, but | 
guess we have to keep up appearances. Plus, it gives mea 
chance to get to know her better. 


Eddie leads us along the coastal path near the house and 
Lexi falls into step with me. Her father’s determined 
marching means that we can hang back and chat without 
him bothering us. Slyly, | rub a circle on her back, just to 
have a chance to touch her for a moment. 


“You do this every year?” | ask her. She sighs with a nod. 


“Yeah. | guess he’s hoping we can keep at least one of our 
Thanksgiving traditions. This year must be strange for him.” 


She’s not wrong. | bet he wasn’t expecting to spend the 
holiday in someone else’s home, especially not while his 
best friend and daughter fuck under the same roof in secret. 
| touch her back again gently. 


“Well, we’ll have to be on our best behavior | guess...though 
| wish it was just the two of us.” 


Her cheeks are flushed from the cold, but they get even 
redder at my comment. “Really?” 


“Of course...I’d rather be making some memories that don’t 
involve turkey and pecan pie...| just want to spend time with 
you.” 


Lexi looks very pleased with herself. “Well, at least we'll be 
together...even if my Dad’s there too. It’s going to be 
weird...but maybe good as well?” 


“Any time spent with you is good.” 


Lexi grins at me. | love how she’s come out of her shell since 
| met her, showing the mischievous side of her to me finally. 
“You're full of pick up lines today.” 


| walk a little closer to her, bumping her hip. “Well, I'd tell 
you what I’m actually thinking...but I think it’s a little too 
dirty...we’re in public, after all.” 


Her breath catches in her throat and | smile to myself. | love 
how easy it is to get her going. Then again, one look at her 
and the sexual beast in me awakens. | wish | could just grab 
her and fuck her here on the side of the trail, but | can’t 
even touch her. | sigh, putting my hands in my pockets to 
stop myself from being tempted by her, hard as it is. 


“So, go on then...tell me your other traditions.” 


Lexi cocks her head as she thinks about it. “Let’s see...well, 
first off we have the family cook book. My grandmother 
loved to make up her own recipes, and she had a whole book 
dedicated to Thanksgiving recipes. | can remember the 
meals she used to make for us...they were incredible. But 
after she died, she wanted me to carry on cooking for her...so 
each year, | cook something out of the book.” 


| feel a rush of affection for her. She’s clearly a sentimental 
woman, and | like to see how much she cares about her 
family, even if it’s part of what’s holding us back as a 
couple. “That’s so nice...are you going to make me a little 
something tomorrow?” 


Lexi laughs. “Well, | didn’t bring the book with me this time 
around...| thought it might make Dad too emotional this 
year. But | know her recipe for cranberry sauce by heart...I’ve 
been making it for years. | can give it a try, if you want?” 


“I'd like that...| bet it’s delicious.” 


Lexi hangs her head shyly. “ Yeah, well. Thank my 
Grandmother for that, not me...let me think what else do we 
do on Thanksgiving...oh! Well, there’s the thankful tree that 
| made as a kid...we pick leaves from the garden, write what 
we're thankful for and put them on the tree. Again, | doubt 
that'll happen this year...” 


“That’s a great idea, though. I’ve never done any of those 
things. Thanksgiving tends to be...quiet for me.” 


Lexi’s eyes widen in curiosity. “Really? Why?” 


| shrug. “Well, my parents died when | was young...I’ve 
always had Thanksgiving plans, but mostly, | just head to 
dinner at someone’s house. I’ve never hosted before, and 
I’ve never bought into the traditions...not because | don’t 
want to, it’s just that I've never been at home to start some 


up.” 


Lexi’s hand brushes my arms and she offers me the sweetest 
of smiles. Hell, even when she’s being sweet and innocent 
she turns me on. “Well, | guess I’d better make sure you 
have the best Thanksgiving ever tomorrow.” 


| really wish I could kiss her now...hell, | want so much more 
than that, but a kiss would help satiate the need building up 
inside me. But Eddie chooses the perfect moment to turn 
around, checking up on us like we’re kids. | can’t tell if he’s 
suspicious or just nosy, but either way, it’s grating on me. | 
wish he’d just leave us to our own devices, but of course, 
he’s concerned. I’m spending more time with his daughter 
than he’d like... need to be more careful. But as he turns 
around again, Lexi stands on her tiptoes to quickly peck my 
lips, leaving me rock hard and exhilarated. It’s a daring 
move that’s paid off, but now, | want her even more. 


I've finally got her...there’s no way I’m giving her up at the 
first hint of trouble. But something in his eyes has me 
worried. If he has an inkling of what’s happening between 
the pair of us, then it could destroy everything. 


But she’s mine. Nothing he can do or say will keep me from 
having her. 


Lexi 


The walk ended up taking hours, and now it’s over, my 
father is exhausted. | can see in his face that the fresh air 
and exercise had taken a toll, and so I’m not surprised when 
he says he wants to head to bed early. 


“| want to make sure I’m fresh and awake for the big day 
tomorrow.” he insists as he heads for the stairs stiffly. “I 
guess I’m not as fit as | used to be...you two don’t mind if | 
head up, do you?” 


| shake my head mightily, hardly able to contain my 
excitement. If he goes to sleep, then I can initiate a romantic 
evening with Flynn. We can watch a Thanksgiving movie, 
eat some dinner together and snuggle up on the sofa 
without being disturbed...it’s perfect. 


“You go on up. We'll see you in the morning,” Flynn says 
calmly. He’s getting better at lying about what we’re up to, 
and | can’t decide if that’s a good thing or not. | guess we’re 
going to have to be sneaky if we keep this up, but | can’t tell 
how invested Flynn is in all of this. 


As my father heads upstairs, | watch Flynn retreat to the 
kitchen and question whether this is something that’s just a 
fun pastime for him to add excitement to his life. As a small 
time celebrity, | guess having an affair with a younger 
woman might be exciting, but he could have anyone in the 
world, and he’s choosing me...it’s something | haven’t quite 
come to terms with, | guess. 


| follow Flynn into the kitchen and he turns to me with a 
sexy grin. 


“Looks like we’re on our own,” he growls. | giggle, rushing 
over to him and allowing him to pull me into his chest. 


“Guess we tired him out,” | say. “We should make the most of 
this time together...will you let me cook you something?” 


“| don’t think | can say no to an offer that tempting,” Flynn 
says, Capturing my lips in his. | lose my train of thought as 
he grabs my ass and pulls me in closer to him. It’s strange to 
think I’ve lived my whole life without these benefits, and 
stranger still to think that this is happening with him. He 
releases my lips and kisses my neck, making me giggle as it 
tickles me. | push him away from me. 


“Alright, alright, let me do this...” 


He watches me the entire time as | prepare us a feast. | 
notice he doesn’t have much aside from the Thanksgiving 
food and so | opt for a simple pasta dish with plenty of 
vegetables, and fresh bruschetta to serve. It doesn’t take 
long to cook it and when | serve it up with a little garnish, | 
see Flynn’s eyes widen in pride. 


“I've never cooked anything that looks this good...and I’ve 
been alive for twice as long as you.” 


| laugh as I sit down with him at the small kitchen table. It 
feels much more intimate here than in the dining room, and | 
like it. With us huddled close to each other, it’s so much 
more obvious to me that it’s just us two tonight. 


“Well, good cooking runs in my family. What about you? 
What are your family traditionally good at?” 


Flynn considers the question. “Hmm...well to be honest, | 
don’t think anyone in the family ever expected me to be an 
actor, so it’s not that...my family valued intelligence and a 
good work ethic over everything else. They didn’t see how 
doing something creative could be hard-work, but | proved 
them wrong. My highest point in my career was while my 
parents were still alive...| thought | could impress them by 
making it to the silver screen and raking in a lot of 
money...and | guess in a way, | was right.” 


| frown to myself as | eat my pasta. “That’s not very 
supportive. | mean, even if you hadn’t made it to the top, 
you still would’ve had achievements...why does everything 
have to be related to money? It doesn’t equate to success.” 


Flynn smiles at me. “You’re not wrong. But that was what 
they were like. | guess you can’t change people.” 


He’s right. | can’t change my father’s mind about the age 
gap between me and Flynn if he ever finds out. Hell, he told 
me he didn’t want me to date anyone until I’ve finished my 
education. 


“Well, | personally admire anyone who goes after their 
dreams. So what if it doesn’t work out? At least you can say 
you gave it a go.” 


Flynn cocks his head to the side. “You’re smart, Lexi. | like 
that about you. Usually when | meet women...they have this 
strange urge to dumb themselves down. Like, whenever | 
meet a fan, they turn into this jittery mess, tossing their hair, 
pouting their lips...| can see that they’re trying to be the 
best version of themselves, but they actually bring out all 
the traits in themselves that it’s hard to admire. But 
you...you’re sophisticated...sweet...shy...sexy...” 


| swat Flynn playfully as my cheeks heat up. He laughs, 
jerking away from my feeble attack and shaking his head at 
me. 


“Man, you’re really something, you know that? I can’t 
believe we're here... can’t believe we’re in this position.” 


| cock my head to the side. This is the perfect opportunity to 
hear what’s on his mind. “Really? Well...is this the position 
you want to be in?” 


Flynn lifts his hand to touch my cheek across the dinner 
table. “This is the best position I’ve ever been in.” 


Then he leans in to kiss me. Our other kisses so far have 
been so wild, so sexually charged that it feels as good as sex 
itself, but this one is different. It’s tender and sweet. It’s 
short, and yet | know l'Il savor it more than the others we’ve 
had. This one means so much more than everything else 
we've shared. 


Because when he kisses me, | feel how much he cares about 
me. 


CHAPTER 9 


Flynn 


Last night unlocked something new inside me. | thought I’d 
hit the peak of my own emotions toward Lexi, but | was 
proved wrong by the kiss we shared at the dinner table. It 
left my dick hard, but also with a warm feeling in my chest. 
When we went upstairs to have sex, it felt different too. As | 
came inside her, | felt a new sense of release. A new sense of 
connection between the two of us. 


| knew | was fond of her from the start, but right now, this 
feeling is taking me over. | feel horny for her every second of 
the day. | want to make her mine for life. | want to fuck her 
and fill her up with my babies. There’s not one piece of her 
that | don’t want, and I don’t plan on sharing her. But the 
week is coming to a close and soon, she'll go back home 
with her father. What the hell will that mean for us? 


This shouldn’t even bother me. She’s one girl out of millions. 
And yet, in such a short amount of time, I’ve come to realize 
that | can’t live without her. She’s as much a need to me as 
food and water. She’s everything I’ve ever craved. It’s a 
strange and scary thought. I’ve always been happy enough 
on my own, but she’s waltzed in and turned my world upside 
down. 


It’s obvious to me what’s happening. I’m falling for her and 
it’s driving me crazy. | can’t think of much else because she 
clouds my every thought in the best possible way. | find 
myself thinking of her naked body at the most inappropriate 
of times. Sometimes when Eddie is talking to me, | can’t 
even pretend to listen. Why would | think of anything else 


when I could experience the euphoria of having her on my 
mind? 


The closer | get to Lexi, the more dangerous this becomes 
too. | know that Eddie is going to start noticing the 
chemistry between us. It’s hard to ignore. Now that it’s 
Thanksgiving day as well, we have to spend the whole day 
as a trio. As | force myself out of bed to start on the cooking, 
| try and ignore the nerves in my stomach and the hard on in 
my pants. It’s the worst combo | could’ve imagined. 


Neither Lexi or Eddie have emerged from their rooms yet, so 
| start on getting the dinner table ready and put the turkey 
in the oven. At least today l'Il have Lexi in the kitchen with 
me. She insisted on helping out, so! can’t complain. It'll give 
us the time alone I’m craving. But it feels risky too. | know 
that | won’t be able to stop myself from stealing kisses from 
her as the primal urge to have her overcomes me yet again. | 
know that my dick will be throbbing all day long while I’m 
close in proximity to her. 


Eddie comes down the stairs first, stumbling into the kitchen 
in his pyjamas. “Morning. Happy Thanksgiving.” 


“Happy Thanksgiving. The turkey’s in the oven...| just hope 
it cooks oKay...I’ve never done a turkey myself before.” 


“l'm sure it'll be fine,” Eddie says. “Where’s Lexi?” 


| shrug. “No idea.” | Know that it makes sense to be as 
nonchalant as possible. The more | act like | care, the more 
his suspicions are going to be heightened. It feels like I’m 
playing some kind of stealth game, and in a way it’s 
exciting. It’s like a role | played once for an action movie. 
Except if | screw this up, | don’t get to reshoot the scene. 
There are no retakes in real life. 


“Perhaps she had a late night,” Eddie grumbles. My heart 
Skips a beat and | refuse to look in his direction. He seems to 


be getting more and more grumpy around me. It seems like 
he might be on to me. | shrug again. 


“She made me dinner and then headed up to bed...maybe 
she’s just getting a lie-in. Maybe that’s what she’s thankful 
for,” | say jokingly. Eddie doesn’t take the bait. 


“You know, it’s weird...since we’ve been here, it’s almost like 
you know more about my daughter than | do.” 


We're definitely in dangerous territory here. | have to be 
very careful. | clear my throat. “I think she’s just trying to be 
polite to me...you know, as a host. Besides. She’s said a few 
times that it’s nice to get to know her father’s best friend.” 


Eddie softens a little. “Well...that’s nice to hear, for sure. | 
guess it just feels like she’s a bit distant, you know?” 


“Well...the divorce hit her hard too, I'll bet...don’t take it 
personally. Just think of it as her needing space.” 


Eddie finally cracks a smile, clapping a hand on my arm. 
“You're a good pal, Flynn. You always know what to Say...I’II 
stop complaining now. Let’s have a great day.” 


| breathe a sigh of relief as he heads through to the living 
room to sit in front of the TV. A few minutes later, as I’m 
chopping vegetables, Lexi bounds down the stairs. | hear her 
talking to her father for a few minutes before she comes to 
find me. She steals a quick kiss from me and it feels 
dangerous, but nice all the same. I’ve missed her lips. She 
presses herself up against my hard cock as she hugs me 
close. 


“Happy Thanksgiving,” she whispers to me. “I’m very 
thankful to be here with you.” 


Somehow, the comment strikes a chord in my heart. I’ve 
never had someone say something so sweet to me. | kiss the 
top of her head, feeling a strange sensation...a sense of 


familiarity between the two of us, as though we’ve been 
doing this forever. 


“Happy Thanksgiving, baby...you want to help me with the 
dinner? | suck at peeling vegetables.” 


Lexi laughs. “Sure. l'II do the grunt work. You can focus on 
the turkey.” 


“I'm not that useless. | can do some things.” 


Lexi shakes her head at me with a smile as she pries the 
peeler from my hand. “What would you’ve done without me 
here this year, hmm?” 


It’s a question that | don’t have an answer for. | definitely 
wouldn’t have been in the holiday spirit as much as | am 
today. It feels like I’m getting the family Thanksgiving that 
I’ve always missed out on. Sure, the trio here today is a little 
dysfunctional, but they’re the only two people in the world 
that | want to see today. 


Lexi and | spend the morning preparing the meal. Eddie 
comes into the kitchen every now and then to chat with us, 
and possibly to keep an eye on us. It seems like he feels like 
a third wheel, always looking uncomfortable as Lexi and | 
laugh and joke with one another. As the three of us opt to 
make a signature dish each, Eddie is solemn and quiet, 
leaving the two of us to continue chatting. It always feels 
like there’s something to talk about with Lexi around, and 
I’ve never held conversations so easily with a person. | love 
it, but | can tell Eddie isn’t so keen. 


By the time the dinner is almost ready, Eddie has retreated 
back to the living room for good. Lexi leans on the counter 
and | take her hips in my hands, pushing myself against her 
as we kiss. It feels so damn good to have her here with me. | 
wish everyday could be like this. It’s the kind of day | 
imagine might belong to a loving marriage, where the happy 
couple can’t keep their hands to themselves and they help 


each other out with the chores of the day. When she smiles 
at me, something awakens inside me. | slide my hand up her 
leg, tugging at her panties underneath her white dress. 


“| want you,” | growl. She giggles, but puts a hand on my 
arm to push me away. 


“We can’t,” she whispers to me. “Later.” 


| know she’s right, but damn, there’s nothing | want more 
than to take her right now on the kitchen counter. | miss the 
taste of her. | miss touching her freely. | miss the sound of 
her moans as | pleasure her. The frustration in me is almost 
too much to bear. 


She moves away from me to check on the dishes we’ve 
made. The three ‘signature dishes’ that we’ve prepared are 
looking good. I’ve prepared a parsley and potato mash after 
discovering that it’s one of Lexi’s favorites. Lexi’s prepared a 
delicious smelling casserole as a side dish. Eddie made the 
stuffing from scratch, though he’s mostly entrusted Lexi with 
keeping an eye on it. The whole room smells amazing, and 
my stomach growls. I’m hungry, but I’m also partially 
excited for the meal to be over. As soon as it is, Lexi and | 
might get more time on our own. 


With the table set and the meal ready, Lexi takes all the 
dishes through to the dining room and Eddie takes a seat at 
the table. We're surrounded by amazing food, and yet all | 
can think of is having Lexi for dessert. | keep stealing 
glances at her as | pile some side dishes onto my plate. As 
she leans in to pick some sides, | get a good look at her 
cleavage. It’s more mouthwatering than the spread in front 
of me. 


“Well, looks like it’s time to carve,” Eddie says, standing up 
to start the carving. But after my hard work, there’s no way 
I’m letting him do the best part. | stand and try to take the 
carving knife from him. 


“I'll do it,” | say in a deep voice. It surprises me how much it 
bothers me, but | want this day to be on my terms. | want to 
show off for Lexi and give her the best slice of the meat. In 
fact, most of how | plan for this day to go revolves around 
pleasing her. But Eddie seems desperate to hold onto the 
knife. 


“| always carve,” he says quietly. “It’s tradition.” 


| glance at Lexi. | can tell she senses the tension in the room, 
though neither of us have raised our voices. But I’ve been 
pretty accommodating for Eddie up until now. This is my 
house. I’m not going to be forced to live by his rules. | tug on 
the knife gently. 


“| made it. | think | should be the one to carve,” | say gruffly. 
| don’t want to cause a fight, but | feel pretty territorial right 
now, especially in front of my woman. It’s so unlike me, but 
she brings out the caveman in me. And if we have to clash 
horns for me to get what | want, then Eddie’s going to be in 
for a shock. 


“Dad...| think Flynn should do it,” Lexi says gently. “This is 
his home...he cooked it.” 


| see Eddie’s cheeks flush with anger. | can tell he was 
hoping his own daughter would take his side. This whole 
thing just got a lot more awkward. He lets the knife go and 
sits down, seething quietly. | almost wish | hadn’t been so 
insistent on carving, but why should I give in to him? He’s 
stood in my way for long enough this week. If I’m never 
going to get his blessing, then maybe I should battle him on 
every other little thing until he knows how | feel right now. 


| cut into the meat, feeling a surge of anger inside me. The 
table is silent. | serve up to Lexi first, and then to myself. | 
know it’s petty, but he’s pissed me off. 


“Well,” Eddie says coldly. “I’m glad we could all be here 
together for this special occasion.” 


He’s clearly being insincere, but I’m not going to let him 
spoil this day. I’ve worked hard to make it a special first 
Thanksgiving in my own home. I’m going to enjoy it with his 
daughter, even if he insists on being sour. | finally sit down 
after serving the turkey and tuck into my meal. Lexi’s eyes 
light up as she tries the mashed potato. 


“Flynn...these potatoes are delicious. So buttery.” 


“Have you tried the stuffing?” Eddie asks a little desperately. 
Lexi forces a smile for him. 


“Not yet, Dad. | bet it’s great, though. It’s been a real team 
effort.” 


| can’t help being vaguely irritated at the comment. It was 
clearly me and Lexi who made up the team. Eddie barely did 
a thing. But | understand the importance of keeping him 
sweet, so | nod and smile in agreement. 


“Perhaps we should go around the table and say what we’re 
thankful for,” Eddie says as he tucks into his meal, glancing 
between me and Lexi. “I’m thankful for people I can rely 
on...people | can trust.” 


It feels like a dig, and | do have the decency to feel a little 
guilty. The thing is, though, if | thought he’d be more 
accepting, I’d have told him right from the start about my 
feelings for his daughter. It’s his closed minded attitude 
that’s driving a wedge between everyone at this table. 


“Go on, Lexi...what are you thankful for?” Eddie asks her, his 
eyes full of suspicion. Lexi immediately glances in my 
direction and it’s possibly the worst thing she could’ve done. 
She seems to realize her mistake and blushes, clearing her 
throat. 


“Well, I’m thankful to have such a gracious host,” she says 
hastily. “And I’m thankful to have someone who has 
welcomed us into his home when our own home feels so 


strange right now. I’m thankful for the food on our table, and 
I’m thankful to have had someone to share the load of 
cooking with. | usually cook Thanksgiving dinner alone...so 
this year, it’s felt nice to have someone at my side.” 


It’s a Sweet speech. | feel my cock hardening in my pants. | 
want her more than | ever have before. She’s irresistible 
when she’s just being herself, saying what’s on her mind. 
And to think that I’m the center of her Thanksgiving speech 
feels so damn good. 


Eddie sniffs in irritation. Not only has he struggled to expose 
our secret, but he’s also been left out of her speech. That’s 
got to hurt. 


“Flynn? Any thoughts?” Eddie asks, his eyes boring into 
mine. | take a deep breath, hoping | can manage to keep this 
situation from boiling over. 


“Well...I’m glad for the good company on my first 
Thanksgiving at home,” | say carefully, trying not to look 
directly at Lexi. “And I’m thankful that | could ease the load 
for Lexi with the meal...l’m thankful to spend my first 
Thanksgiving with my best friend...and his wonderful 
daughter. I’m thankful that after a difficult year, | can be 
host to your family and make things a little easier for you.” 


Damn, that was quick thinking. | see Eddie’s expression 
soften a little, and Lexi looks more than a little relieved. | 
think I’ve managed to salvage this dinner, at least partially. 


Now we just have to survive the rest of the day together. 


Lexi 


This is one of the most tense meals I’ve ever attended. 
Watching my lover and my father fight over carving a turkey 


was something | never expected to do. And now that things 
have calmed down alittle, | can still feel the awkwardness 
hanging in the air. | don’t know what got into my Dad. He’s 
acting pretty rude for someone who's supposed to be a 
guest. Now, | can see that he’s more interested in making 
things awkward for everyone. 


Does he know what’s going on behind his back? Is that why 
he’s so bitter? | can’t tell. Of course, | have no way of finding 
out, so I’m trying extra hard to act normal. But now that my 
father seems to be in the mood for trouble, it’s going to 
make matters much more difficult. 


“So...it feels like forever since | talked to you properly, Little 
Lex,” he says to me. | cringe. He hasn’t called me that since | 
was a kid. Why is he bringing it up now? To remind everyone 
here that I’m younger than them, perhaps? 


“We talk every day, Dad...even when I’m in classes,” | say 
irritably. | don’t want to make things worse, but the way he’s 
behaved has bothered me. Now, I’m struggling to have 
sympathy for him, even despite everything he’s going 
through with Mom. 


“Well, | just feel like so much of your life is off-limits to 
me...like for example, you never mention anything about 
your love life! Come on honey, tell all!” 


“There’s nothing to tell,” | say quietly, trying to keep the 
frostiness from my tone. He’s never once asked about my 
love life before. | look up and catch Flynn’s eye across the 
table. He knows something’s going on too, | can tell by the 
look on his face. But we have to play this cool, just until this 
is over. Then we can think about how to proceed. 


“| don’t believe it for a second! My beautiful young daughter 
doesn’t have a man?” my father says cheerily, reaching over 
to pinch my cheeks. | almost slap his hand away in 
annoyance. 


“Dad, are you for real? Stop it.” 


“Sorry, pumpkin. | guess I’m just feeling a little strange 
about watching you grow up. Hey, you know, if you’re 
interested, Phil’s son was talking about you last week...he 
was saying how he’d love to take you out some time.” 


“I’m sure he was just being polite.” 


“No, he was saying how you bumped into each other at the 
store a while back...he mentioned how beautiful you are! 
And then I told him you’d be happy to go out with him some 
time.” 


| can see Flynn’s jaw clenching in anger. | know how 
territorial he can be. Even from that moment in the market 
where he defended me, | knew he was going to be 
protective. l'Il bet hearing my father talking about me being 
with another man has boiled his blood. 


“Why would you tell him that, Dad? Did you ever consider 
that | don’t want to date? And especially not someone | 
barely know. | was just being polite when | saw him.” 


“Well, | don’t see why you wouldn’t want to date him, honey! 
He’s well-off, good looking, hard-working...what more could 
you want?” 


“Oh, | don’t know, Dad...maybe a real connection? Ora 
choice in who | date? | can’t believe you spoke to a stranger 
about me.” 


“He’s not a stranger You’ve known him for years...you used 
to play together as kids.” 


“| don’t know him anymore, Dad. That was a long time ago. 
And I’m not a kid anymore. | don’t want you picking my men 
for me...as though it’s your place to say who | date!” 


The table goes quiet. Everyone has stopped eating. | can’t 
believe he’s wound me up this much. I’ve never found a 
reason to be cross with my father. He’s usually such a 


reasonable man, but this whole thing has gone too far. | 
know the game he’s playing, but it’s not going to work on 
me. He’s not going to get me to admit my feelings for Flynn, 
and he’s sure as hell not going to entice me into someone 
else’s arms. He might have backed me into a corner, but I’m 
not going to go down without a fight. 


“l'm just thinking of your best interests, honey...” 


“Yeah, well, | think | can figure out my best interests for 
myself, Dad. I’m not interested in dating just for the sake of 
it. I’m looking for something meaningful...for a connection 
that | can’t deny. | doubt I’m going to find that with someone 
you've randomly set me up with.” 


| look up, my face flushed with anger, and Flynn’s eyes meet 
mine across the table. The second | look into his dreamy 
eyes, | feel a little better. He makes everything better for me. 
| wish we were alone now. | wish my father would stop being 
so ridiculous and let us be happy. But even the glance 
shared between us had piqued Dad’s attention. He looks 
between the two of us in silence, and then returns to his 
food without another word. 


| quietly seeth for the rest of the meal. My father is ruining 
what started out as a good day. As we clear the plates, he 
doesn’t offer to help. Instead, he leaves us to clean up his 
mess while he sits in front of the TV again. It does nothing to 
calm the anger within me. | furiously scrape the plates in the 
bin and then load the dishwasher, glad for the distraction. 
Even Flynn isn’t chatting now, silently helping me with the 
post dinner chores. | wish | could tell him how sorry I am. | 
wish | could fix this mess of a day with a kiss, or a touch, but 
something tells me that it’s more risky than ever now. Even 
with my back turned, | feel like my father is somehow 
watching me from his reclined position on the sofa. 


“Hey...Lex...” 


| turn around. Flynn is standing quietly behind me, holding 
something in his hand. 


“Want to do the turkey wishbone?” he asks me gently. He’s 
so much calmer about the whole ordeal of today than me, 
and it extinguishes some of the fire raging inside me. It’s 
such a sweet gesture that it melts my heart. 


“We've never done the wishbone at home.” 
He smiles at me. “Then maybe it can be our little tradition.” 


Something tells me that we'll be lucky to finish this 
Thanksgiving as a pair, let alone future Thanksgivings. But | 
want to believe that everything will be okay. | want to 
believe that the wishbone will work. So | hook my pinkie 
around one end and he does the same on the other side. 


“Make a wish,” he says gruffly. | think he knows what I’m 
going to wish for. Will it still work if he knows, even if I didn’t 
say it aloud? I’m not sure, but it feels like the last hope for 
me and him to cling onto. 


| pull on the bone and when it snaps, | find myself holding 
the bigger half. It’s like Flynn wasn’t even trying, letting me 
have my wish for myself. | close my eyes. 


| wish that me and Flynn could be together...forever. 


CHAP TER 10 


Flynn 


I’m sitting alone in my room, trying to concentrate on not 
going crazy. Knowing that my woman is down the hall, but 
that | can’t have her is torture. We both agreed before 
bedtime that it was better if we didn’t see one another 
tonight. After all the tension at dinner, it seems like an 
irrational decision to spend the night fucking like we have 
the rest of this week. We’re so close to being found out at 
this point that it’s worrying. But it doesn’t stop me from 
wanting her even more. 


| stroke my cock through my pants, trying to ease some of 
the longing I’m feeling. | could jerk off, but | know it doesn’t 
compare to being inside her sweet little pussy. I’m throbbing 
with need with pictures of her face and sexy body running 
through my mind. | don’t know if | can last the entire night 
like this. 


| can’t remember how | lived before Lexi came into my life. It 
feels like my life started when she came sashaying up my 
driveway. Things have changed so much in a matter of days, 
but I can’t picture my life before her. Now, | can’t picture life 
after her either. 


| don’t know what will happen. She hasn't finished her 
education yet...she’s going to have to go back to college. 
She'll leave here and we won't have an excuse to come back 
together. I’m pretty certain that Eddie will never encourage 
another meet-up like this one, given how badly it’s gone. | 
curse his name under my breath. He’s holding me back from 
everything I’ve ever wanted. | have an urge to hurt him, to 
get him out of my way so that I can finally be happy. It 


seems so unfair that | have to suffer just because of him. 
Sure, his own heart is broken right now, but that should 
make him more sympathetic to my cause. Even if the prize | 
want is his daughter. 


Why should | have to tread on eggshells? Why does his 
happiness always seem to come before mine? | rise from my 
bed, pacing the room. | could go and see Lexi right now. This 
is my house. | can do what | want. She wants this just as 
badly as | do. If being together makes two people happy and 
one angry, then surely that’s better than us both pining for 
one another to keep him slightly less frustrated? 


Before | can stop myself, | throw open my bedroom door and 
head down the hallway. | can see that she’s still awake from 
the light appearing under her doorway. | storm through and 
open the door without a second thought. 


She jumps at the sight of me. She’s lying on her bed in her 
white lacy underwear with a hand down her panties. Her 
mouth opens and she gasps. 


“Flynn...you scared the hell out of me.” 


| grin, closing the door behind me and approaching her. 
“Missing me that much, are you?” 


She blushes as her hand retreats from her panties, but | 
shake my head at her. “No, carry on...it’s hot. | want to watch 
you do it.” 


“Flynn...this is risky. We talked about this,” she whispers, 
sitting up straight. “You know how much | wish we could 
spend the night together...but we can’t.” 


“We can,” | growl. “We can do what we want. We’re both 
adults here.” 


“| know...but dinner scared me, Flynn. | don’t want him 
finding out and ruining everything. We should wait until 
after I’ve gone home.” 


“| can’t wait that long,” | growl, positioning myself between 
her legs and kissing up her thighs. “I’ve missed your body so 
damn much...look what you’re doing to me, baby. I’m going 
crazy without you.” 


Lexi sighs, but there’s a smile playing on her lips. “| am too, 
as you Can see.” 


“So carry on...don’t mind me...I like it.” 


Lexi looks a little nervous as she slides her hand into her 
panties and begins to pleasure herself. | kiss her thighs, 
feeling my cock surging in my pants. She gasps quietly at 
the sensations she’s experiencing. 


“| don’t ever want this to end,” she moans sexily. | move up 
to her lips to kiss her. 


“It doesn’t have to,” | tell her, my eyes drifting to her hand 
inside her underwear. “I know it might be hard at first...we 
might have to spend some time apart...but baby, I’m willing 
to make it work for us. | can drive up to see you. l'Il come to 
you any time, night or day...if you want to be fucked, all 
you'll have to do is let me know, l'Il drive over...and l'Il make 
sure | make you cum. Over and over and over...” 


She gasps at my little soeech, soeeding up the action 
between her legs. It’s almost more than | can take. | grab her 
panties and rip them off, exposing her sopping wet pussy. 
I’m not here for foreplay now. | need to be inside her. | can’t 
last much longer when she looks so damn good. She gasps 
as her own fingers edge her toward a climax, but | want to 
give her more. Grabbing her hips, | pull her toward me and 
then spread her legs wide. Her pussy looks so damn 
tempting, especially with her wet fingers touching it. | grab 
my cock and pull it out from beneath my pyjama pants. | 
waste no time in entering her, keeping her legs spread 
eagled as | plunge into her. 


She cries out and uses her hand to cover her mouth. | love 
the way every touch I give her makes her wild with desire. | 
love how | can earn those cries from her. | grunt as | thrust 
inside her, feeling relief the second that | do. I’ve had to wait 
too long for this moment. A whole day is far too long. I’d fuck 
her every second of the day if | could. But for now, this 
special little quicky will do me just fine. 


“I'll never let you go. You’re mine now,” | growl, thrusting 
deeper inside her. She gasps, her face washed over with 
pleasure as she takes my entire length inside her. 


“I'm yours... l'm yours...fuck, I’m always yours.” 


My grip on her legs grows tighter. “That’s what I like to hear. 
Tell me again.” 


“| belong to you. You have every single part of me...don’t 
stop, baby, don’t stop...” 


“| wouldn’t dream of it,” | growl with a smile. I’m not 
stopping until I’ve cum inside her and left her shaking. | 
hook her legs over my shoulders so that | can go deeper 
inside her and kiss her breasts as | do. She whimpers in 
ecstasy as | pull at her nipple with my teeth. 


“Baby...l’m going to cum.” 


Those words are like music to my ears. In a matter of 
minutes, I’ve taken her to the very edge. | slow the pace, 
thrusting deep and slow inside her. She grapples for my 
shoulders, her nails digging into my skin as she silently 
gasps in pleasure. And then, | feel the moment when she 
cums. Her body tenses. Her eyes roll back in her head and 
she lets out a long relieved gasp. As her pussy tightens 
around my throbbing cock, | cum inside her, letting out a 
guttural moan at the thought of her pussy filled with my 
spunk. 


We lie entangled for a few minutes, my cock still inside her. 
The excitement never seems to wear off with her. | want to 
do this again, but | know we need to talk. She gasps as | 
remove myself from inside her, looking disappointed at my 
absence. | stroke a strand of blonde hair off her face. 


“You'll always be mine...we’re going to make this happen, | 
Swear to you. I’m not going to let you slip away.” 


Lexi tugs her panties back up to cover her decency, smiling 
sleepily at me. “I know...it’s going to be perfect. We’re going 
to be so happy.” 


| lean in to kiss her feverish lips. She’s still hot from the 
moment we just shared together. My hands tangle in her 
hair. Though I’ve pulled up my pants to hide it, my erection 
is quickly returning. Having her once is never enough to 
fully sate my appetite for her. But | guess when it comes to 
Lexi, l'Il never be fully satisfied. 


I’m about to kiss her again when | hear a noise. | sit up 
straight, but not quick enough to hide as the door flings 
open. Eddie stands before us, his face red with anger. He 
knows exactly what we were doing. 


And now, things are about to get bad. 


Lexi 


| squeal in shock, trying to cover myself up. | can’t believe 
my father has just walked in and caught me with his best 
friend. Worse still, | can see that it’s not just anger on his 
face. 


It’s hurt. 


“| knew something wasn’t right,” my father says, shaking his 
head. His voice breaks as he speaks. “| wanted to believe | 


was making it up in my head...but now | can see that you’ve 
both betrayed me.” 


“By wanting to be together?” Flynn asks sharply. “You think 
you know what’s happening here, but you have no clue, 
Eddie. Why can’t you give us a chance to explain.” 


My father is shaking with rage. “Why should I give you an 
opportunity to talk when all you’ve done is lie to me? | 
trusted you with my daughter. | wanted you to get close 
because you’re my best friend. But not like this. Never like 
this...” 


| feel a stab of guilt in my heart as | retreat closer to Flynn. 
I’ve never seen my father look this angry before. | can tell 
that I’ve truly hurt him, but it’s not fair. This isn’t just some 
reckless fling. This means something to both me and Flynn. 
Hell, moments before he came into the room we were 
planning a future together. | can see myself marrying Flynn 
and having his babies. What’s so wrong about that? 


“Dad... know you’re angry. But there are two sides to every 
story. We couldn’t tell you about this because we knew you’d 
react badly.” 


Dad turns to look at me, breathing hard. “Then what does 
that tell you, Lexi? If you knew it would hurt me this much, 
then maybe you shouldn’t have done it.” 


“But what about what | want, Dad? Don’t you want me to 
have someone to care about me? Don’t you want someone 
you can trust looking after your daughter?” 


Dad laughs bitterly. “Trust? You think I can trust either of you 
ever again? You’ve been treating me like a fool! You’ve 
barely even tried to cover your damn tracks!” 


Flynn’s face is flushed with anger. “You're the one who came 
bursting into the room without being invited. It’s an invasion 


of privacy, Eddie. And quite frankly, what we do together is 
none of your business.” 


“She’s my daughter The one person that should be off- 
limits to you...it’s an unspoken agreement, Flynn?” Eddie 
Shakes his head. “You crossed a line, and for that | can’t ever 
forgive you. You’ve corrupted my little girl. Lexi, put some 
damn clothes on. We’re leaving.” 


“She’s not going anywhere,” Flynn growls, finally standing 
up to square up to my father. “I’ve tried to be patient with 
you because you're my friend, but you're taking this too far. 
| care for your daughter. She cares for me too...you don’t get 
a say in this.” 


Dad is shaking as he looks at me. “I won’t ask again. Get 
dressed.” 


| pull the sheets up around me defensively. “No, Dad. I’m not 
leaving. Perhaps you need to go...calm down a little...we can 
talk about it in a few days.” 


He shakes his head in disgust. “Absolutely not. I’m not 
leaving you here alone with him. I’m not allowing this to 
continue any further.” 


Flynn grabs my father by his shirt, fury blazing in his eyes. “| 
told you...this isn’t your decision. Lexi is an adult. She can 
do what she wants. Now back the fuck off before | do 
something l'Il regret.” 


“Flynn, no!” I cry out. | don’t want him to hurt my father. He 
releases him from his grip, though I can tell he’s only doing 
it for my benefit. As my father backs up a little, he looks 
both shocked and a little scared. He looks my way, his anger 
replaced with hurt. 


“You want to stay here? When he’s turned into some kind 
of...some kind of...savage animal?” he scoffs loudly. “So 


that’s it, is it? You have more loyalty to him after a few days 
than you do to your own father.” 


Tears spring to my eyes. “I have to follow my heart, Daddy. 
I’ve been waiting a long time to feel this way about 
someone, | don’t want to throw that away. Please 
reconsider...you don’t understand what’s happening 
between us.” 


“Oh | understand, alright. He’s taken advantage of a pretty 
young girl and he thinks he can get away with it just 
because he’s some big shot.” Dad shakes his head at Flynn, 
who is curling his hands into fists. “You’re not the man | 
thought you were. If you have any respect for me, you'll let 
her go before someone really gets hurt, and I’m not talking 
about you throwing your weight around.” 


“She’s mine,” Flynn growls. “I’m not letting her go for 
anything.” 


My father glances between the two of us. The tension is the 
air is heavy and suffocating. | feel like | can’t breathe. I’m 
helpless to get through to either of these men, the two most 
important men in my life are locking horns and | can’t seem 
to please either of them. | feel sick at the thought of 
betraying my father...but in my heart, | know it would kill me 
to walk away from Flynn right now. 


“| see how it is,” my father hisses. He looks me dead in the 
eye. “Just so you know, Lexi...this has hurt me so much more 
than your mother managed to. And that damn near broke 
my heart beyond repair. Your choice to stay here...well, | 
guess | can’t stop you. But don’t you dare come home to me 
again. You’re a stranger to me now.” 


| sob quietly, gasping for breath. “Dad...no...please...we can 
talk about this.” 


He shakes his head. “No. We can’t. I’m leaving now. Don’t try 
and follow me...and don’t come home again.” He laughs 


bitterly. “You know what? | thought you two were an 
abomination of a relationship...but | was wrong. You’re both 
cruel enough to match perfectly. Thank you for showing me 
the truth, that | can’t trust anyone on this damn planet.” 


Sobs hurt my chest as he turns his back on us and walks 
downstairs. His words are like daggers to the heart. As | 
watch his frame disappear from my sight, | know in my heart 
that I’m watching him walk out of my life for good. I’ve been 
disowned and my father is stubborn enough to never go 
back on that. 


When we hear the front door slam, Flynn rushes to me and 
scoops me into his arms, rocking me as | cry. | can’t seem to 
stop. This pain is like poison to my heart. It’s breaking me in 
half. | let him stroke my hair and | opt to embrace this pain. 


| guess it’s nothing less than | deserve. 


CHAPTER 11 


Flynn 


Last night was a mess of anger and tears and pain. Despite 
my anger at Eddie, | feel the hurt of his rejection too. While 
Lexi was mourning the loss of her relationship with her 
father, | did my best to comfort her, but it was clear to me 
that she was inconsolable, and no wonder. If it’s hurting me 
this much to lose my best friend, I can’t even imagine what 
she’s going through. 


Now this morning, I’ve woken up first and Lexi is still asleep. 
It sucks that the first night we’ve been able to sleep next to 
each other was tainted by the argument last night. And part 
of me is worried that this whole ordeal is going to be enough 
to send Lexi packing. She might run away to try and mend 
her relationship with her father, and | couldn’t possibly 
blame her for that. After all, he’s been in her life forever. He 
raised her and put her first all of his life. She’s only known 
me for a few days. And even though | feel the strength of the 
connection between us, | Know it’s possible that she'll give it 
all up just to make things right again. 


And no matter if it destroys me, | have to let her know that 
she can do that. | can’t be mad at her for it. Besides, her 
happiness has become my one and only priority. | don’t want 
her to resent me for ruining her relationship with her Dad. If 
she leaves now, we can both hold on to the bittersweet 
memory of what we shared together. Maybe that’ll be 
enough to carry her through, even if it leaves me destroyed. 


Lexi stirs beside me and she moves to cuddle into me. | can 
tell she’s awake, but not ready to talk. | hold her close for a 
long time, stroking her hair. We don’t say a word, but I’m 


hoping that my touch does the talking. She knows I’m here 
for her, at least. And | hope she knows I'd sacrifice anything 
to make her happy. 


“| wish we could turn back time,” she says quietly, her voice 
muffled as she nuzzles into me. 


“To when?” 
“Last night. | would’ve done things differently.” 
“You mean...you would’ve gone with your father?” 


Lexi sits up fast, staring at me in shock. “No, why would you 
think that? You know how much you mean to me...I just 
mean we could’ve been more careful. We knew he was 
getting suspicious, we should’ve held off until after this 
Thanksgiving trip...we could’ve been honest with him.” 


“And you think that would’ve made him less angry?” 


Lexi sighs and shrugs. “Maybe not. | get why he was so mad, 
but at least if we were honest about it, he couldn’t have 
attacked us like that...everything he said...it hurt so bad, 
Flynn. Am I a bad person?” 


| sigh, pulling her in closer. “Of course not, baby. There’s 
nothing wrong with choosing to be with me...you’re an adult, 
you should be able to make your own decisions. Your father 
was being unreasonable...yes, | understand why he was 
mad. But he wouldn’t even hear you out. It’s him that’s 
acting like a child.” 


Lexi nods miserably. | can see her fighting back tears, trying 
to swallow the lump in her throat. | feel a growl forming in 
my throat as | kiss her forehead. 


“| hate him for putting you through this kind of pain...you 
don’t deserve it.” 


“He’s lost everything, though,” Lexi whispers tearfully. “Who 
can blame him for overreacting? | just wish things had 


worked differently...all | wanted was a taste of happiness. 
And now...well, it feels like l'Il never be happy again.” 


Her words are like a stab in the heart. | know that I’m the 
cause of her misery, though not intentionally. It makes this 
whole thing worse knowing that if I’d just held back my 
urges, she never would’ve had her first kiss with me...we’d 
never have had sex...we wouldn’t be in this position now. 
Sure, I’d be fucking lost without her, but at least she’d be 
free. And now, l'Il carry the knowledge that keeping her with 
me is a form of torture for her...a way of breaking up her 
family and her heart. 


| sit up and take Lexi by the shoulders, looking into her 
beautiful eyes. She blinks back at me with an innocent gaze. 


“Lexi, listen to me now. | Know that you don’t want to 
leave...but maybe you should. If you go after him now, he 
might still accept you back into his life.” 


“He told me not to follow him.” 


“| know, but he said that in the heat of the moment. If you 
showed up at home and told him that you’re sorry...I’m sure 
he’d take you back in. Your his daughter and he loves you.” 


Lexi stares at me. “And what about us? He’d never let us be 
together.” 


| sigh, unable to look at her. What I have to say next is too 
painful to even think about, but | have to say it to her. | have 
to let her know that she has the option to leave me behind. 


“You know what I’m saying, Lexi...I’m telling you | won’t be 
mad if you choose to leave me behind.” 


Lexi gasps. “Flynn...what are you talking about? You know | 
don’t want that.” Her face hardens. “Is this...is this your way 
of trying to break things off? Are you looking for a reason to 
put a stop to this?” 


| shake my head, feeling frustrated as hell. “Of course not! 
How can you think that...if | wanted to let you go, | would’ve 
sent you packing with your Dad last night...do you really 
think I’d risk my friendship with him for something | don’t 
care about? Lexi...you’re everything. Of course | don’t want 
you to go.” 


“Then why are you asking me to?” 


“I’m not asking you to...l just want you to know that you can 
and l'Il fight through it. l'II be alright...eventually, | suppose. 
Your family is important, Lexi. | never really got to have a 
close relationship with my parents. | don’t want to take that 
from you.” 


Lexi’s expression softens and she reaches out to touch my 
cheek. “Baby...| stayed last night for a reason. | love my 
father, but | can’t let him take this from us...this is 
something I’ve always craved. It feels right...even though he 
told us it was wrong. | don’t care what other people think, 
you're the one I care about most. | know that’s crazy...we’ve 
not known each other for long...but | can’t help the way | 
feel.” 


“| feel the same,” | growl. Hearing her talk like that has me 
hard, even though it’s the worst possible time. She’s my girl 
and hearing her telling me how much she wants me, it feels 
good. But I have to stay serious right now. “I just don’t want 
you to do anything you’re going to regret. You’re at a 
crossroads, Lexi...the decision you make now will affect the 
future.” 


Lexi bows her head. “Well, | was kinda hoping that you 
might be my future. | know that choosing you is like 
condemning my relationship with my father, but I’ve known 
that all along. And now, the damage is done anyway. My Dad 
is a stubborn man, he’s not going to let me back in his life 
after the way | hurt him. | could chase him down and lose 
you both. I’m not willing to take that risk...not even for him.” 


“Lexi” | growl, holding her face in my hands. She leans in to 
kiss my lips for a long time. Her hands grapple at the back of 
my neck, pulling me in. The kiss is full of desperation and 
trust and passion, it’s her way of telling me she’s staying 
right here with me. She’s not planning on going anywhere. 
When we pull apart, she looks me in the eyes and | can’t 
help thinking that she’s never looked more beautiful. 


“We have to build something together now,” she whispers to 
me. “We have to make sure that this wasn’t for nothing... 
want you, Flynn. Please promise me you’re not going to 
leave me.” 


“I'll never leave you,” | growl, my hands rubbing her thighs 
as we sit with our foreheads leant against each other. “You’re 
mine...you’ll always be mine.” 


Lexi 


Slowly, the pain numbs a little. It’s been two days since my 
father walked out. Today was the day we were due to go 
home, and | still don’t know if I’ve got the courage to leave 
this bubble that I’ve been living in with Flynn. | wake beside 
him and feel a rush of warmth inside me. The past few days 
have been so strange. Despite the pain of losing my father, 
we've managed to make the most of our time together. 
We've had sex more times than | can count, varying 
between slow, sweet love-making sessions to all-out fucking. 
We've been back to the market to buy more pecan pie. 
We've watched seasonal movies and snuggled on the sofa, 
but we’ve also been on long drives together where we talk 
for hours. We haven't wasted a second of our time together, 
and I’m glad of it. 


But now that it’s almost time to go, | find myself getting 
worried. If | leave this place, will he slowly come to the 
realization that I’m not worth it? Will he suddenly decide 
that he’s done with me because I’m too young, or | cause too 
much trouble in his life, or I’m just not the girl he thought | 
was? 


The thought terrifies me. He’s everything I’ve ever wanted. 
He shares my sense of humor. He makes my body tremble 
when we have sex. He’s protective and smart and handsome 
and talented. He wants to protect me and make me his and 
spend all of his time with me. What more could | want from a 
man? 


But what can | offer him? He could find someone more 
experienced in the bedroom. He could find a woman of his 
own age who wants all of the same things that he craves. He 
could get any woman he wants...he could date a 
supermodel, or an actress as sexy and famous as he is. He 
might start to tire of my shyness and the drama that I’ve 
brought to his life. | can’t be certain of anything when I’m 
with him because | truly believe I’m not worth his time. 


When he stirs next to me, my heart aches. Is this the last 
time l'Il get to wake up next to him? | told him that | don’t 
want to let what we have go, but what if he’s happy just to 
let this end the moment | leave? | have to go back and finish 
my studies...he might not want to wait around for me. 


| guess I'll just have to find out. 


He wakes up and pulls me close to him, unable to sense the 
tension in my shoulders and the fear in my heart, he kisses 
the back of my neck gently. 


“What do you want to do today, baby?” he asks me. “We've 
got some time before | drive you home.” 


My heart aches. | don’t know how to tell him that my home is 
here with him. | don’t want to scare him off with my intense 


feelings. Sure, everything we’ve shared has been intense, 
but in my head, I’m planning a life with him. It’s too soon, at 
least in his eyes, it probably is. I’d give myself entirely to 
him now if he wanted, but | have to try and hold back and 
play it cool. 


“| don’t know,” I say instead of declaring my undying love 
for him. “We could go and see a movie? I’ve always thought 
movie dates are kinda romantic.” 


“Me too,” he says, allowing his hand to venture between my 
legs. “And who knows what goes on in the dark of the 
theater...” 


| blush to myself. | love the idea of getting hot and heavy 
with him...and yet something is holding me back today. It’s 
like | want to protect my body and my heart. Having sex with 
him brings us a little closer every single time, and | lose 
another part of myself to him with each time. I’m terrified 
that if it’s going to end after today that l'Il leave here with 
even less of myself than I’ve already given up to be with 
him. | know I have to tread more carefully if | want to protect 
my heart, but he’s sending me tumbling head over heels in 
love with him. | know that even if it’s painful, l'II do anything 
for him. 


We spend a blissful morning eating breakfast and drinking 
coffee lazily, but it passes far too quickly. By the time we 
head to the movie theater, it’s already midday. As we sit 
through the movie, I’m barely concentrating at all. A part of 
me remains firmly in the moment as we make out in the 
back row, but part of my mind is counting down the hours 
before l'Il get in his car and he'll make me go home. | want 
to stay with him forever. | want this fantasy to become a full- 
time reality. Because the second | go, this whole thing will 
feel distant to me, like a dream | can’t quite remember after | 
wake up. 


“You alright, baby?” Flynn whispers to me in the dark, his 
hand stroking up my thigh and making me tense up with 
anticipation. “You seem like you’re somewhere else.” 


| sigh. | guess | need to be as honest with him as I can. | 
don’t want to leave his home without speaking my mind. “I 
just think we need to talk later...before | go.” 


Flynn looks concerned He places a finger under my chin and 
tilts it up to make me look him in the eyes. “Should | be 
worried?” 


| shake my head with a nervous smile. “No, of course not...| 
just want to say what’s on my mind.” 


Flynn seems to relax a little, and the hand he’s placed on my 
thigh moves higher, dipping underneath my skirt. "Okay... 
bet you can guess exactly what’s on my mind right now.” 


| giggle, but | pull away from him. | want him. | always want 
him, after all. But | don’t want to abandon my willpower. If 
he finds a way to reassure me later, then he can do what he 
wants with my body. There are a thousand things | still want 
to try with him. But right this second, | need to pull back a 
little, even though my body is desperate to give in to him. 
l'm desperate for his touch. I’m wet between my legs. And 
yet, my head is telling me to be careful. If | keep playing 
with fire, I’m going to come away burned. 


The movie finishes and we drive home in silence. | can tell 
that Flynn is a little anxious about what I’m going to say to 
him. At least | know he cares about what happens between 
us, but | still need to know how we’re going to proceed 
together. I’m not going to spend more time falling in love 
with him if | can save myself days or months of pain by 
walking away now. Even though deep down | know | love 
him, | want to be in control of my own heart and how easily | 
let him break it. 


We head inside the house and to his bedroom. | stare around 
it, memorizing it. Somehow, it feels like this could be the last 
time that I’m here. Flynn pats the bed for my sit down next 
to him and I sit close, memorizing how it feels to feel the 
heat radiating off him, his smoky smell and the way my 
heart slams against my ribcage whenever | sit close to him. 
I’m struggling to control my breathing. He reaches out to 
cup my face. 


“What’s going on with you? Tell me what’s on your mind.” 


| sigh. “Flynn...I’m scared. | know I have to go back to 
college and finish my degree. | know | can’t stay here...but | 
can’t help worrying about what this means for us. We’ve 
been inseparable while we’ve been together...but what 
happens when we're forced apart? You’ll be back at work 
soon, and l'Il be busy studying...we’ll be far apart...what if it 
ruins us? What if it gives you too much time to overthink 
this and you decide that this isn’t what you want?” 


a Lexi ad 


“No, I’m serious. This could break us apart...| don’t want to 
leave here with any doubts. I’m scared of losing you, Flynn. 
You're my world...please....1 need something to prove to me 
that I’m talking crazy. | Know we've talked about how we'll 
see each other when we can, but | need to know that I’m not 
banking my hopes on something that’s never going to 
work.” 


I’ve said too much. My doubts have eaten away at me and 
made my crazy. Flynn is looking at me in horror. | take his 
hand with a sigh. 


“I'm sorry, I’ve never been with anyone before...I’m letting 
my thoughts run wild. I’m just terrified of losing you.” 


Flynn takes my face in his hands, staring deep into my eyes. 
“Lexi...what have | told you since the start?” he growls. 


| take a shuddery breath. “That...that | belong to you. That 
I’m yours...” 


“That’s right, baby. But it’s so much more than that now 
we're a team. It’s you and me against the world. | never want 
you to worry. | want you more than anything,” he says 
gruffly. “And | was waiting for later to say this to you...but I’m 
going to prove how committed | am to this. Right. Now.” 


My stomach is full of flutters. | watch as he gets down on one 
knee, producing a box from his pocket. | gasp in shock. | had 
no idea he was going to do something as drastic as a 
proposal. But my heart soars at the sight of the little box, 
knowing right away what I’m going to say when he asks me 
the question. 


“Lexi...you’ve turned my world upside down in the best 
possible way. I’ve always been alone, and | thought | didn’t 
mind...but the thought of losing you is more than I can bear. 
| have to be with you. | Know that there might be obstacles, 
but I’ve never been more certain that this is what | want. 
Nothing in my life fulfills me the way you do...and I have to 
make you mine for life. Baby...be mine. Let me take care of 
you. Let me fill you up with my babies and start a family 
together...promise to stay with me until we’re both old and 
gray...Lexi...l love you. Will you marry me?” 


| clutch my heart, tears filling my eyes even as I smile. | 
know this is exactly the moment I’ve been waiting for. | 
know I don’t have to worry about falling in love with him too 
soon, because now that | look in his eyes, | can see that he 
feels the same. 


“Of course l'Il marry you. | love you too. So much...” | 
whisper, laughing at the absurdity of this whole thing. A 
week ago, | was alone. Now, I’ve found the man who will 
complete me for the rest of my life. 


He’s grinning as he slides the ring onto my finger. It’s 
beautiful, there’s a beautiful pink diamond in the center, 
and the silver band is twisted like vines. It fits perfectly on 
my finger as he puts it on me, as though it was always 
meant for me. 


“When on earth did you get this?” | ask him as I giggle. He 
grins at me. 


“Yesterday when | told you | was going to get groceries, | 
went out to meet the man who designed it he drove up from 
LA. Lexi...l ordered it the day that we met. | knew it was 
perfect for you. Just like you’re perfect for me.” 


| sink to my knees on the floor with him and kiss him. He 
grasps me hard and pulls me close. As he presses against 
me, | can feel his hard member pushing against me. | know 
he wants me right this second, and | want him to take me 
and fuck me. | want him to get me pregnant tonight...it 
would make this night even more perfect. 


“Wait...don’t we need to make the drive back to your 
school?” Flynn teases me, kissing my neck. I sigh into his 
touch, laughing to myself. 


“| guess it can wait a little longer...” 


CHAPTER 12 


Flynn 


It’s been six months since | proposed to the woman of my 
dreams. Six months of traveling to and from her university 
to see her as much as possible. It’s been hard being apart 
from her so much, and yet so rewarding each time | see her 
beautiful face. And every day, | remind myself that it’s the 
best choice | ever made to stay with her. 


But today is going to test our resolve. Our wedding is next 
week, and we’re going to meet up with her father for the first 
time since Thanksgiving. I’m not certain that it’s a good 
idea, but Lexi insisted it was something she wanted to do. 
She wants her father to be there to walk her down the aisle 
next week, and | know it’s going to break her heart if he 
doesn’t. | don’t want to put her through that, but I’m worried 
that these six months haven’t been anywhere long enough 
to change Eddie’s mind. 


He’s a stranger to us now. He rejected us cruelly when he 
decided he couldn’t handle the truth about me and her. He’s 
the last person | want to see. And yet, | know if he 
apologized and made amends, l’d welcome him back into 
my life almost as readily as Lexi is willing to. I’ve missed the 
man | once called my best friend, and it’s always been my 
hope that he could forgive us for not telling him the full 
truth. 


And | have apologies of my own to make. | lied to him, after 
all. | took advantage of his good nature and twisted his 
words in my favour. When he told me to go after what | want, 
| tried to convince myself it was the same as him giving me 


his blessing. Of course that wasn’t true, and | shouldn’t have 
done the things | did. 


But Lexi drives me wild. She’s made me realize I’d do crazy 
things for her that I’d never dream of doing otherwise. The 
way | confronted Eddie was so unlike me. She brings out the 
caveman side of me that speaks with his fists instead of 
talking things over. Eddie didn’t deserve that, even though 
he said things that night that hurt everyone involved. Today, 
if he’s willing to apologize and move on, then l'Il make sure | 
do too. 


Lexi has organized this whole thing. She and her father have 
shared a few tense text messages since she sent hima 
wedding invitation. She needs this to go right...she’s 
desperate for a win. We’ve been trying for a baby ever since 
we got together, and even though we make love every 
single night without fail, we’ve yet to get pregnant. | know 
it’s getting her down more than she says, and it hurts to see 
her so miserable and pensive. If things go right today with 
her father, at least she'll have something to make her smile. 


As I’m finishing getting ready, she enters our bedroom. After 
she finished her studies, she moved straight in with me. We 
didn’t even really discuss it. After all, we’re going to be 
married in a week. Living together is hardly the biggest step 
we've ever taken. Plus, after all the challenges we've faced 
from being in a long-distance relationship, it feels so right to 
be able to wake up in our own home side by side. 


She smiles at me as | show her the shirt I’ve picked out. 


“You look nice,” she says sweetly. She’s wearing a cute 
sundress that she’s spent a week picking out. | Know she’s 
dithered over what to choose for a long time. She’s probably 
been thinking about this reunion before it was decided that 
it would happen. 


“And you look beautiful,” | tell her, stepping forward to kiss 
her. As always, | feel myself getting aroused. | love the way 
her skirt skims above her knees. It’s short enough to allow 
me to fantasize about what’s underneath but today is the 
wrong time to suggest a quick. | can tell she’s nervous. As | 
step away from the kiss, she smooths down her dress. 


“My Dad bought me this dress a long time ago,” she says 
with a sigh. “I’m hoping it'll bring back memories for him...| 
just want things to go well.” 


| sigh. “Well, you know I have some doubts but I really hope 
you get the outcome you want. For your sake and Eddie’s. | 
know he'll have missed you.” 


“He’s missed you too,” Lexi says quietly. “He might not show 
it today...he might take a little time to warm up to us. But | 
know he cares deep down.” 


I’m not sure she’s right. He seemed so angry the last time we 
Saw one another that | wouldn’t put it past him to hold his 
grudge forever. But | smile and nods because | want to give 
her hope that this is going to be fine. 


The time to leave the house comes around too quickly for 
me. AS we get in my car and drive out to Los Angeles, my 
heart is palpitating. We don’t speak much in the car, but | 
keep catching Lexi looking at her phone. I’m not sure if she’s 
waiting for him to cancel, or if she’s just desperate to hear 
from him, but either way, her nervous tick doesn’t make 
things easier. | don’t want her to be disappointed. All | can 
do is pray that she gets the best outcome. Then next week 
will go without a hitch. 


We pull up outside of the restaurant where we’re meeting 
and Lexi reaches over to squeeze my hand. It says 
everything that we’re too nervous to say out loud. That no 
matter what happens, we’ve got each other. We head inside 


and state our reservation. As we do, the waitress tells us that 
Eddie has already arrived. 


| spot him first as we’re led over to him. | can tell he’s 
nervous, but there are three glasses of champagne on the 
table, which | take to be a good sign. His eyes are drawn first 
to his daughter and he stands up hastily to greet her. The 
waitress leaves and we all stare at one another quietly. The 
tension is making me nervous. 


“Lexi...'m So glad you came,” Eddie says. 


Lexi 


My heart skips a beat. I’ve been waiting so long for this day 
to come, but now that it’s here, I’m a bundle of nerves. My 

Dad steps forward to hug me and | feel relief wash over me 
as we embrace. I’m trembling in his arms, but the fact that 
he’s not repulsed by me is definitely a good start. 


As we pull apart, my father automatically reaches out his 
hand to shake Flynn’s. Flynn manages to keep his cool 
better than me and Dad, shaking his hand and pulling out a 
seat for me to sit down. We all take our seats in silence and 
my Dad nervously pushes a glass in my direction. 


“We never got to celebrate your twenty-first birthday 
together,” he says in explanation. “I thought we should 
celebrate.” 


| clear my throat. “That’s a lovely thought, Dad...but | 
actually don’t drink yet.” | don’t want to mention that I’m 
worried it'll ruin our chances of getting pregnant and throw 
him off. So far, this is awkward, but not problematic. | don’t 
want to give him any reason to get angry. 


“Oh, okay. That’s a sensible decision, really...that’s my girl,” 
Dad stutters. He turns to Flynn. “Perhaps we can share?” 


“I'd like that. But just one glass. I’ve got to drive back later,” 
Flynn says a little stiffly. | can tell he’s on his best behavior, 
but also massively on guard. He wants to take a backseat 
and allow me to talk to my father before he interjects, which 
| think is very gracious of him. He knows that this is 
important to me. And before we try and move forward, | 
want to speak about the past. 


“Dad...you know I want to talk about what happened.” 


Dad nods. “Of course, honey. It’s not something we can 
avoid forever, after all. And | was so glad when you texted. | 
was worried I’d screwed everything up. I’ve thought about 
you both every day for the last six months.” 


“You have?” Flynn asks suspiciously. Dad nods. 


“Yes. | knew that the way | left things was out of order. | 
walked out without giving you guys the chance to tell me 
what you were thinking. And of course, when I got the 
wedding invitation...well, | realized something that | think | 
knew all along. You guys are the real deal...and you clearly 
love each other. | could see it between you from the moment 
you met, and it scared me. | didn’t understand how it could 
be possible...my baby girl and my best friend...but | see that 
the age gap is all that separates you.” He pauses. “| actually 
think you’re pretty perfect for each other.” 


| blush. | can’t believe he’s saying so many sweet things. He 
actually seems like he’s being genuine, and | never thought 
I'd get his blessing in this way. | thought he might be willing 
to accept it for my sake perhaps, but from the way he’s 
talking, | think he’s giving me so much more. He’s giving me 
hope that things might be okay. 


“Dad...you have no idea what it means to me, hearing you 
say these things.” 


“| get that. | Know you’ve waited a long time to have this 
conversation. | still don’t like that you lied to me and it did 
take me quite some time to understand what you guys have 
but I think that’s natural. I’m just protective of you, 
pumpkin. I’m sure you can understand that.” 


| nod. My father turns to look at Flynn, who has been quietly 
observing the conversation. | think in some ways my father 

iS more nervous to speak to his former best friend. He clears 
his throat. 


“Flynn...we didn’t end things well between us.” 


“We didn’t,” Flynn says quietly. | get the sense that he’s still 
got some resentment toward my father. He’s had to watch 
me suffer from the aftermath of Thanksgiving, and it's in his 
protective nature to be mad at my Dad for that. Of course, 
he realizes he made his own mistakes back then, but he’s 
not going to apologize until my father does. Fortunately, | 
think he’s gearing up to it. Dad takes a deep breath. 


“You were my best friend for so long...and we never got to 
spend that much time together. And when I showed up with 
my daughter...well, | never expected that you’d fall for each 
other. No one could've predicted it...l’m sure you can 
understand that.” 


“Sure.” 


“The shock was what made it so hard for me...in a week, | 
watched you steal her heart. And then | felt like | lost you 
too in the process. All that sneaking around...| knew it was 
happening, and it felt like it was a personal attack on me. | 
felt like you owed me better behavior on your part. But | 
understand now that you were falling in love for the first 
time...| know how that felt with my wife, all those years 
ago...it makes you reckless. It makes you wild. And | can 
almost understand why you did everything you did. Even 
though it hurt me, you only wanted to save my feelings.” 


“Given time, we wanted to tell you,” | tell him. “But 
everything was new to us too...we didn’t want things to blow 
up the way that they did.” 


My father bows his head. “I get it. | don’t blame you 
anymore. My anger has gone. And | just want you to know... 
l'II be there on your wedding day...as a father...as a 
friend...as family. I’m happy to put the past behind us and 
bless what you guys share.” 


Flynn’s face slowly spreads into a smile. | can see that he’s 
finally got the apology he’s been craving. He sighs, sipping 
his champagne. 


“Eddie...it’s good to hear you saying all this. But of course, | 
have to apologize too. | shouldn’t have got physical with 

you...our lies hurt you, and | couldn’t be more sorry for that. 
You're my best pal...and | failed to be a good friend to you.” 


Dad shakes his head. “No matter what happened that week, 
you were still absolutely there for me. You talked me through 
my feelings multiple times that week. You made the divorce 
a little easier to bear...and | guess my emotions were 
heightened by that whole ordeal, too. It felt like | was losing 
everything and everyone else was winning some kind of 
romantic jackpot. | guess maybe | was a little jealous...but 
now | see that you guys are perfect for one another. This is 
the kind of relationship that | always wished for my 
daughter...so really, what have I got to complain about?” 


My cheeks are flushed. This is perfect. This whole thing has 
gone so well and we’ve not even ordered our food yet. If the 
past is really behind us, then next week is going to be 
perfect. My Dad will walk me down the aisle to be given 
away to the love of my life. There won’t be any bad blood 
left in my life. l'Il have a perfect atmosphere to raise a 
family, if | ever find a way to get pregnant with my man...it’s 
the future I’ve craved for so long. Now, we can try and enjoy 
this meal and catch up without any awkwardness. 


“So...we’re all good?” my father asks, glancing between the 
two of us with a smile. Flynn’s hand locks with mine under 
the table and | blush, smiling back. Flynn looks so happy as 
he addresses my father. 


“We're all good. In fact...| think we’re perfect.” 


EPILOGUE 


Flynn 


The big day has finally arrived. I’m at the church before Lexi 
has even arrived, and I’m fixing my tux ready to get married 
to the love of my life. 


It’s a small, but sweet affair for close friends and family, but 
that doesn’t mean it’s not lavish. | wanted to give Lexi the 
best day of her life, and | think today is going to be pretty 
special. The church is lined with so many flowers and 
candles for our evening summer wedding that Eddie keeps 
joking that the whole place will go up in flames. But the only 
flames I’m anticipating are the ones in my heart as | watch 
her walk down the aisle. 


She’s refused to let me see her beforehand, so | have no idea 
what to expect. | don’t know what kind of dress she’s 
wearing. | head into the church to stand at the altar and wait 
for my beautiful fiance. | know for certain that she’s going to 
give me shivers when she arrives, radiating beauty and 
elegance even more than usual. 


The small crowd is waiting for the ceremony to begin. Lexi’s 
mother is sat on the front row, and she smiles at me in 
encouragement. We’ve met a few times, and she’s always 
been great, so | feel confident about joining my family with 
hers. It’s going to be strange having Eddie as my father-in- 
law, though. He’s made some jokes about it, though I can 
tell it’s unnerved him a little too. Still, he’s stuck by his 
word. He’s on his way with Lexi right now to walk her down 
the aisle. He’s still giving us his blessing. It’s the biggest 
relief for me and Lexi both. It’s going to make this day as 
perfect as Lexi anticipated. 


When the church doors open, I see Lexi enter. Everyone 
stands and my heart skips a beat. The rest of the room 
becomes invisible to me. She’s all | see. 


Her gown is made of intricate white lace. Her train trails a 
long way behind her and she practically glides as she walks 
toward me. But the best part is seeing her gorgeous face lit 
up with a smile. It makes my heart melt to see her so happy. 
This really is going to be the best day of our lives. I’ve 
waited forty years for this, and now I’m finally going to make 
her officially mine. 


| can’t keep my eyes off her. My cock is hard in my pants. I’m 
already thinking of touching her later, of making love to her 
in her wedding dress in our fancy hotel room. | doubt l'Il be 
able to hold back with her looking so incredible. She’s close 
to me now, smiling wider and wider by the second. Her 
father kisses her cheek as he leaves her at the altar and she 
joins me. 


In the dim light of the church candlelight, she looks so 
perfect. | barely hear a word of what the priest says as | take 
her hands in mine. | want to kiss her so bad. This ceremony 
is about joining us together forever, but each time | make 
love to her, it’s like saying a vow to be with her forever 
anyway. As perfect as this is, | just want to be alone with her, 
doing what we do best. And yet, there’s also so much | want 
to say to her in my vows. | want to tell her how much she 
means to me, and | want to hear her returning those 
sentiments. 


She’s due to go first. She has several cards with her to 
prompt her, but she looks me in the eyes as she starts to 
speak. 


“Flynn...my Flynn. | never expected this day to come so 
soon. | expected to be older and wiser when | got married. 
But meeting you was like discovering a gold mine. | knew I'd 
found everything | ever wanted when | looked into your 


eyes. You’ve made me feel like I’ve cracked the code of this 
strange and scary world, just by being around. | knew from 
the start of our relationship that | wanted to be with you 
forever, and | know that’s never going to change.” 


| hear an audible sigh in the crowd. | can tell how much 
they’ve invested in this sweet speech of hers, but she’s not 
interested in them. She only has eyes for me. 


“| told myself I’d be patient in love. | told myself to be 
certain of everything before | dived in the deep end. But 
right from the start, you’ve shown me that | don’t have to 
worry. Despite my insecurities, despite my doubts, you’ve 
proved to me time and time again that | don’t need to worry. 
You’ve made me feel so loved...and that’s all | could ever ask 
for. Even when we spent those long weeks and months 
apart, you made me feel like | was home every time | saw 
your face. You made me feel warm even on the cold nights | 
had to sleep alone. Now, | get to spend the rest of my life by 
your side...and | know that I’m the luckiest woman in the 
world in that respect. | love you, Flynn...and I’m so proud to 
be able to call you my husband so soon.” 


The audience makes a collective aww noise and | smile. It’s 
going to be a hard speech to beat or even match, but | have 
a lot to say to the woman of my dreams. Despite all our 
physical connection, I’ve never been much of a talker when 
it comes to deep feelings. I tell her I love her all the time, 
but | know today is an opportunity to tell her exactly what 
my love means. | clear my throat. | don’t have any cards to 
prompt me, but | know exactly what | need to say. Every 
word I’ve planned is from the heart. I’m nervous, but | tell 
myself to put on a brave face. An actor like me should be 
able to hide my nerves, even though | feel vulnerable saying 
these things in front of everyone. Then again, when | look 
into her eyes, it’s almost like it’s just me and her here. 


“Baby...l’ve waited for this day for a really long time. Before | 
knew you, my life was fine. But as soon as | saw you arrive at 
my house that first time...| knew life would never be the 
same again. You’ve changed me so much. You’ve made me 
so protective, so caring, so desperate to please...because 
I’ve never been in love before you. | knew from the start that 
| had to do whatever it took to be with you. | knew my life 
would never be complete if you weren’t a part of it.” 


Lexi blushes at my comments, as though we're still back in 
the first few days of our relationship. It makes me smile. | 
love how she’s still got her shyness about her, even though 
we’ve been committed to each other all this time. 


“Life has thrown obstacles our way...| Knew that being with 
you wouldn’t necessarily be easy. It’s meant sacrifices for 
both of us. It’s meant uncertainty sometimes. But knowing 
that you'll always be my partner keeps me going on difficult 
days. Knowing that we’re a team makes bad days seem 
brighter. | can honestly say that I’m certain no one else on 
this planet can make me as happy as you do. And now, | 
can’t wait to spend the rest of my life proving to you how 
much your worth and how much | love you. | can’t wait to 
wake up to your pretty face every morning. And | can’t wait 
to face every obstacle we might have as a partnership. 
Because even when the going gets tough, | know that we’re 
tougher. I’m stronger with you by my side, and weak when 
we're apart...so it’s a good job every day we have can be 
spent together. | love you, baby. Let’s take the next step 
right now...let’s do this together.” 


“Let’s do it,” Lexi murmurs with a smile. | take a step toward 
her, forgetting everyone else as | cup her face in my hands. | 
know we're not supposed to kiss until the end of the 
ceremony, but | can’t help myself. These vows have made 
my heart feel so full. As we kiss in front of everyone, there’s 


a collective sigh and we hold each other tight. | never want 
to let go. 


And now | don’t have to. 


The wedding party we’ve prepared is even more impressive 
than the wedding itself. At the hotel we’ve booked out, 
there’s a beautiful garden where waiters are milling around 
with glasses of champagne. The five course meal has just 
finished, and Lexi hasn’t stopped smiling the whole time. 
Even her parents are on good terms, politely making small 
talk at the top table to please their daughter. And best of all, 
Eddie is back to his normal self, laughing and joking with me 
and Lexi. It’s the first time I’ve truly felt like this whole thing 
is going to work. There’s absolutely no bad blood between 
us, and it’s more than | could have ever asked for. 


The music that the live band is playing seems like the 
perfect song for a first dance. | take Lexi’s hand under the 
table and squeeze it. 


“Want to dance with me?” 


She bites her lip. “Actually...l'm going to say no. Not because 
| don’t want to dance with you. But because I’ve been 
waiting for this moment for another reason.” 


| frown. “Okay...care to explain?” 


She smiles to herself. “| requested this song earlier...it was 
playing on a commercial when we first spent a day together 
watching TV on the couch. And every time | hear it it makes 
me emotional...because it was at that point that | realized | 
loved you. It was such a normal moment that we shared, and 
yet | looked at you and came to the conclusion that you 
were the man of my dreams.” 


The comment is sweet, but I’m still confused. “Okay...but 
isn’t that why it’s perfect for our first dance?” 


“Maybe...but | have a better idea. You'll see...| have 
something | want to give you.” 


| glance at Eddie and catch him looking at us in interest. 
Lexi produces a rectangular box from beneath the table and 
hands it to me. 


“Look inside...you’ll see the best thing | could ever give 
you.” 


| can’t help feeling a little pressured. The three people at 
this table are looking at me expectantly, waiting for me to 
see what’s inside. | have no clue what it could be, but | 
sense that it’s important, otherwise Lexi wouldn’t have made 
this such a priority. 


When | open the box, | can’t help gasping. Inside is a 
pregnancy test...and as | look at it, | see the word on the tiny 
screen that I’ve been waiting for. | look up at Lexi with my 
heart soaring in my chest. 


“You’re...you’re pregnant?” 


She’s blushing with pride. “We’re finally going to be parents, 
baby. | wanted to tell you...but it lined up so perfectly with 
the wedding that | couldn’t resist...| wanted it to be the 
perfect surprise. I’m six weeks along...and | know there 
might still be risks, but-” 


| lean in and kiss her lips, cutting off her speech. She laughs 
as she wraps her arms around my neck. Lexi’s parents clap 
in delight, their faces lit up with the knowledge that they’re 
going to be grandparents. This moment was so perfectly 
timed...after all Lexi’s stress about whether her father would 
forgive us, it almost feels like this was timed with his 
blessing. Now, we have the most perfect thing growing 
inside Lexi. I’ve spent six months trying to put a baby in her 
belly, and now, our dream will become a reality. 


Lexi shifts herself onto my lap and | cradle her stomach 
through her dress in awe. | can barely believe it...we’re 
finally going to be parents. She leans her head against mine 
and | hold her tight, feeling dizzy with emotion. 

“Are you happy?” she asks me, nuzzling up to me. | close my 
eyes. 


“More than you could ever know.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Lexi 
Fifteen Years Later 


There’s always been a special place in my heart for 
Thanksgiving ever since | met the man of my dreams. 
Knowing it’s what brought us together makes the traditions 
even better. And now that we’ve got a family to share it 
with, it’s even better than before. 


| woke up at the crack of dawn to get the preparations 
started. The turkey’s in the oven, and my favorite pecan pie 
from the market where Flynn and | first bonded is sitting in 
the fridge for later. The house smells of Thanksgiving food, 
and | can hear the kids shuffling around upstairs, heading to 
get showers before the festivities begin. 


After our first kid, it was like me and Flynn couldn’t stop 
having kids. We had three kids in five years, and then 
another a few years afterward. Now, our four babies are 
growing up and things are changing, but | feel a sense of 
warmth knowing that today will be all about our family. 


| hear footsteps on the stairs and know it’s Flynn right away. 
I'd recognize his footfall anywhere, it’s so familiar to me. 
When he enters the kitchen, his face lights up. Even after all 
this time, we’re still completely obsessed with one another. 
These years together haven’t changed how we feel about 
each other one bit. He’s still the sexiest man on the planet to 
me, and we have sex every single night, as though we 
needed any more confirmation of our love for one another. 


He sweeps me into his arms as he comes toward me and | 
giggle, allowing him to kiss me hard. He still makes me feel 
like a giddy teenager, even though I’m all grown up now. 


“Morning, baby,” he murmurs in my ear. “Happy 
Thanksgiving.” 


“Happy Thanksgiving, honey. Have you seen any of our little 
terrors this morning?” 


“Chrissie is in the shower. She’s her usual grumpy self, of 
course. Daniel stopped mid hall to text his girlfriend...| don’t 
think he noticed me there.” 


| laugh. Our terrible teenagers are at their most difficult right 
now, but we’re embracing it. We’re just glad that our 
youngest, Sarah and Millie, are both still pretty affectionate 
with us. Sure, they'll move past that soon when they get to 
high school, but by then, our other babies will be out of 
puberty and will be nicer to us. 


“Great. Well, I’ve got pastries for breakfast...they can come 
and get some when they're ready. | think we should let them 
do today on their terms...we can just enjoy our time together 
if they’d rather be glued to their phones.” 


“Aw, babe...you know they loved the holidays! I’m sure 
they'll get into the spirit of it...they know how hard you’ve 
worked to get everything ready.” 


It’s been a busy week, for sure. Now that I’ve got my singing 
career on track, I’m getting a lot of bookings for weddings 
and parties. This time of year is particularly busy for 
someone like me. Sure, I’m not a huge star, but | love what | 
do, and I’ve built up a reputation for myself that means | 
have regular gigs. 


When the kids were younger, | spent my time at home with 
them because it’s where | wanted to be. Despite my degree, 
| found | was best suited to the task of motherhood. But 


being able to sing for people now...it feels good. It’s not 
about the money, it’s more like a hobby. And with Flynn still 
starring in movies left, right and center, there’s plenty to 
keep us afloat. We can both focus on doing what we love 
while also spending lots of time with the kids. 


“It’s been hard fitting in the preparations around work...but 
you know how much | love to do it. I’ve got the Thankful tree 
all set up and ready to go, the food is all 
prepped...everything should go smoothly.” 


Flynn kisses the top of my head. “You’ve done a great job, 
baby. And your father loved spending the day with the kids 
yesterday.” 


| smile to myself. Not much has changed for us tradition wise 
over the years. My Dad still loves to take a hike the day 
before Thanksgiving. While Flynn and | were working 
yesterday, he took the kids out to get some quality time with 
them. | might be biased considering how much | love him, 
but I think he’s the best grandpa in the world. The kids 
certainly agree. In fact, sometimes | think they prefer him to 
me. 


“I know. It’s such a shame he couldn’t make it today. But 
maybe it’s a good thing, | can’t remember the last time we 
had a full day with every single one of the kids, they’re all so 
busy with socializing and their activities.” 


“Yeah, that’s true. It feels like we’re always doing 
something...but today will be perfect. | can sense it.” 


| stand on my tiptoes to kiss my man. His hands bury into 
my hair and his tongue slips into my mouth. | moan softly 
against his lips. | love these little moments that we get to 
ourself. But when | hear the shuffle of feet at the kitchen 
door, | Know it’s a short-lived moment of privacy. 


“Gross,” Daniel says, though he’s staring at his phone. He’s 
had a girlfriend for a few weeks now and he’s obsessed with 


her. They’re always talking over the phone, and she’s been 
to the house more times than I can count. She seems sweet, 
at least, and it warms my heart to see my eldest son falling 
in love for the first time. Even if he disapproves of me and 
his father being affectionate. 


“Happy Thanksgiving, darling,” | tell him, planting a kiss on 
his head. For once, he doesn’t recoil. He glances up from his 
phone and offers me a small smile. 


“Happy Thanksgiving, Mom. You too, Dad...the turkey smells 
good. Thanks for cooking.” 


“Wow. He’s grown manners overnight!” Flynn teases, ruffling 
his hair. Daniel scowls. 


“I'm being thankful, Dad...that’s the whole point of today.” 


“I'm just teasing. Hey, you want some pastries? You can be 
thankful for that too, right?” 


As the morning continues, the kitchen gets busier. The kids 
slowly join us one by one, and | feel my heart swell as each 
of them makes a special effort to be polite and grateful. We 
all settle in front of the TV for a few hours, and even though 
Chrissie keeps complaining that Thanksgiving movies are 
cheesy, and even though Sarah and Millie are bickering, and 
even though Daniel is glued to his phone, this is perfect. It’s 
all a part of our family life and I love it. These are the 
moments that | live for, especially with Flynn’s arm around 
me and my head on his chest. | have everything I’ve ever 
wanted. 


But it’s not over yet. With dinner almost ready, it’s time to 
add our notes to the Thankful tree. Even though the kids are 
getting older, it’s a tradition that they all still love, and it’s a 
special moment that I hold close to my heart every year. We 
gather in the dining room where Flynn and | had our first 
Thanksgiving fifteen years ago and crowd around the tree. 


“Who wants to go first?” | ask. Daniel slides his phone into 
his pocket for a moment to hook his note onto the tree 
branch. 


“I'm thankful for my girlfriend,” he says predictably. “And all 
the food we’re about to eat...and | guess for my family and 
stuff.” 


Flynn laughs. “What an honor, son. How about you, Millie?” 


She bites her lip and hooks her note on the tree. “I’m 
thankful for all my friends and for Dad because he promised 
we can get a puppy this Christmas.” 


| raise an eyebrow at Flynn with a smile. “Is that so?” 


He winks back at me. “I never said the puppy would be 
real...maybe I'll invest in a toy dog.” 


“Dad, no!” Millie cries indignantly, but she knows Flynn well 
enough to know he’s messing with her. He always keeps his 
promises, after all. Sarah puts her note on the tree while 
Flynn is still teasing Millie. 


“I'm thankful for Mom promising that | don’t have to eat 
brussel sprouts this year.” 


“So am I,” Chrissie says, rolling her eyes. “No one wants to 
see you throw up everywhere again like last year.” 


“| think that might have had more to do with the amount of 
pecan pie she ate...but agreed. That’s something we can all 
be thankful for,” | say fondly. As much as the memory of that 
is awful, it’s funny to look back on now, even though it 
embarrassed Sarah to no end. 


“Let’s not linger on the puke thing for too long.” Flynn says, 
hugging Sarah who look a little embarrassed. “What about 
you, Chrissie?” 


She folds her arms. “I don’t have one this year...because | 
make sure that I’m thankful every day. There. Is that 


profound enough to please you guys?” 


Flynn and | laugh. “Well we had no idea you were so 
committed to the whole thankfulness thing...we’ll let you off 
the hook.” 


Now it’s our turn. Flynn and | put our notes on the tree at the 
same time, smiling secretively at one another as we do. We 
always put a variation of the same thing each and every 
time, so there’s going to be very few surprises, but it’s 
always nice to hear what he has to say. He looks me in the 
eyes. 


“I’m thankful for my beautiful wife and everything she does 
to make this family work. She’s a saint and the hardest 
worker I’ve ever known. She is kind, compassionate and 
patient, making her a perfect mother for my four delightful 
children,” he says, blowing a kiss in my direction. As | 
pretend to catch it, Sarah giggles and Chrissie groans 
sassily, despite the smile on her face. | know the kids love 
hearing Flynn praise me. It reminds them how dedicated we 
are to each other and the family, and | get the feeling it 
makes them feel proud of us in some way. He smiles as he 
Carries on. 


“I’m thankful for how our kids interact with this family...even 
though you're growing up now, you're all so full of love for 
each other and us. We know we're annoying, and it 
sometimes feels like we hold you back...Daniel, we know we 
annoy you when we tell you to keep your door open when 
your girlfriend is here...Chrissie, we know you want to go to 
all the parties that we never let you go to...Sarah, we know 
you hate eating veggies...and Millie, we know your lack of 
puppies thus far is frustrating...but you never disrespect us. 
You do as your told, and you’re all getting good grades. I’m 
thankful that your mother passed down all her best traits to 
you guys. You're all perfect and | love you all... feel thankful 
that | got this chance at a family.” 


My eyes are filled with happy tears. Flynn doesn’t open up 
much, but when he does, he damn near breaks my heart. 
He’s got so much love to give, and he gives it all to us. One 
by one, the kids crowd in to hug Flynn and | smile 
affectionately. This is the best Thanksgiving yet. | join them 
for the group hug, feeling full of warmth as | squeeze them 
all tightly to my chest. They all feel like miracles to me...| 
feel eternally lucky to have the perfect husband, to have 
kids even though it took us so long to get pregnant...and 
most of all, to live without issues. Our family might get crazy 
sometimes, but we’ve got everything we could ever wish for. 
We've got our happiness, our health, and most 
importantly...each other. | glance up at my husband as he 
looks lovingly at our family. Everything we’ve built together 
has worked out so perfectly...| know that he will always be 
here to make my life continue so amazingly. | know that we 
have so many years of love ahead of us. 


And for that, l'Il always be thankful. 
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